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PREFACE. 



The following pages should not go forth into 
the world without due acknowledgment being 
made to that worthy old Dominie, Richard 
Johnson, to whose erudite but somewhat un- 
readable work the author is so largely indebted. 
As he flourished at the end of the sixteenth 
century, and the commencement of the seven- 
teenth, great allowances should be made for his 
style, which is certainly not suited to the taste 
of this generation. It is to be hoped that the 
present version, while much of his vivid imagery 
is retained, may be free from his more glaring 
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errors. And, thus quoting the Dominie*s dedi- 
cation : 

** to all courteous readers 

The Author 

wlsheth encrease of vertuous knowledge. 

" Gentle readers, in kindness accept my 
labours, and be not like the chattering cranes, 
nor Momus' mates, that carp at everything. 
What the simple say I care not; what the 
spightful speak I pass not; only the censure of 
the conceited I stand unto ; that is the mark I 
aym at ; whose good likings if I obtain, I have 
won my race ; if not, I faint in the first attempt, 
and so lose the quiet of my happy goal, 
"Yours in kindness and command, 

" R. J." 
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THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS 
OF CHRISTENDOM. 



CHAPTER I. 

Who has not heard of the Seven Champions of 
Christendom — of the wonderful adventures they 
went through — of the dangers they encountered, 
and the heroic deeds they performed ? Should 
any persons exist ignorant of the history of those 
noble knights, let them with attentive ears now 
listen to my veracious chronicle. 

Gallant and dauntless as were all those seven 
heroes, yet not one equalled in valour " St. George 
of Merrie England." Many countries have in 
consequence claimed him as their own especial 
Champion, Portugal, Germany, Greece, and 
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Russia, for what is known to the contrary, 
would be glad to have him ; but we have proof 
undoubted that to England he alone belongs, 
even if we did not see him, on many a golden 
guinea, engaged in his desperate encounter with 
the most terribly terrific and greenest of green 
dragons. Not only are his orders worn by 
nobles, but by British monarchs themselves, 
while, in memory of his her<?\c deeds, they lead 
forth their armies under his banner. However, 
many long years have passed away since he 
astonished the world by his prowess. Of royal 
birth was his mother, the daughter of one of 
England's early kings ; a Duke and High Steward 
of the realm was his father. Of the name of 
the king history is most mysteriously silent, or 
of the extent of his dominions ; but there can 
be no doubt that the ancient city of Coventry 
was situated within them, and that, if not the 
principal, it was one of the principal cities of 
the realm, and, moreover, that a prison existed 
there on the silent system. Thus, when people 



^ 
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are unfit to be spoken to, it is said, by a figure 
of speech, that they are sent to Coventry. 

In Coventry the Lord High Steward and his 
royal bride resided. Now, some time before the 
Princess was about to present her husband with 
a babe, she dreamed a dream ; it was enough to 
terrify her, for she dreamed that, instead of a 
smiling infant, she should have to nurse a little 
green dragon. To nurse a small crocodile or 
alligator, or even a young hippopotamus, would 
have been bad enough, but a green dragon, with 
claws and a long wriggling fork-pointed tail, 
was out of the question ; the very idea was 
enough to drive her distracted. The Lord High 
Steward was a man who always took the bull 
by the horns in a dilemma, and so he resolved 
forthwith to take steps to solve the mystery. 
He had heard that in the Black Forest in Germany 
there lived a powerful enchantress, Kalyb by 
name, who would, without doubt, be able at 
once to give him all the information he required. 
Sir Albert, for that was the High Steward's 
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name, instantly set off across the seas, accom- 
panied only by his faithful Squire, De Fistycuff. 
They bore offerings of gold and silver and precious 
stones with which to propitiate her. 

For many days they voyaged, tossed by the 
stormy billows, and for many days they travelled 
on till they arrived at the dreary precincts of 
the Black Forest. Boldly plunging into it, they 
reached a dense part of the wood, composed of 
withered, hollow, and distorted trees, whence pro- 
ceeded sounds the most unearthly and ^terrific 
— the dismal croaking of the night raven, the 
hissing of serpents, the hoarse bellowing of wild 
bulls, the roaring of lions, the laughing of hyenas, 
and other hideous cries of all sorts of savage 
beasts. Some men would have stood astounded. 
Not so Sir Albert and his faithful Squire. On 
they went till they found themselves 'in front of 
a dark and lofty rock, within which was seen 
a vast and gloomy cavern. The entrance was 
secured by a massive iron gate studded over 
with huge knots and bars of steel. Near it hung 
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a brazen trumpet, the use of which the Knight 
full readily guessed. He blew a blast which rung 
through the vaulted cave, echoing away till the 
sounds were lost in the distance, while it made 
the very earth rock and tremble. Scarcely had 
the echoes of the magic horn died away than a 
terrifically loud, discordant, hollow voice, pro- 
ceeding out of the very depths of the cavern, 
inquired : " Mortal, what want you here ? " Sir 
Albert briefly told his errand, and said that he 
had brought gifts which he desired to offer to 
the famous Enchantress Kalyb, the lady of the 
Black Forest. As he was a courteous knight, 
and had spoken the Enchantress fair, so he ex- 
pected a courteous and satisfactory reply. What, 
then, was his amazement when he heard these 
words proceeding from th^ cavern : 

"Whatever must be— must be there's no doubt ; 
YouVe got an answer, and so turn about ! " 

■ « 

In vain he protested that such a reply was far 
from satisfactory ; that he should go back as wise 
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as he came ; that it would have been better had 
he stayed at home ; that he should have had 
all his pains for nothing. No other answer could 
he get. Though a courteous knight, he was yet 
somewhat irascible ; and this was an occasion to 
try the temper of a milder man than a knight 
of those days. He seized the trumpet, and blew 
till it refused to give forth any further sound. 
He handed it to De Fistycuff, and told him to 
blow till he cracked his own cheeks or the 
trumpet. In vain the Squire puffed and puffed, 
not a sound could he produce. He halloed and 
shouted, and so did De Fistycuff; but to their 
united voices no answer was returned. Then 
Sir Albert began to shower abuse on the 
Enchantress ; he told her some awkward truths, 
and called her some names which were far from 
complimentary ; but the only answer he re- 
ceived was in shouts of hollow and mocking 
laughter which proceeded out of the recesses of 
the cavern. 

At length Sir Albert turned his horse's head. 
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and in high dudgeon rode off, followed by De 
Fistycuff, who first pocketed the gifts they had 
brought to propitiate the Enchantress. Dull 
and dreary was their homeward journey ; and, 
if truth must be told, the Lord High Steward 
could not help feeling remarkably small at the 
result of their expedition. After having been 
tossed about for many days by a storm, and 
made very sick in the German ocean, they at 
length reached Coventry. The master of his 
household, his family physician, and a numerous 
assemblage of knights and ladies, rushed out 
of his castle to tell Sir Albert the news. 
Neither a hippopotamus nor an alligator had 
been born to him, but a right merry, rosy, 
bouncing infant. Alas ! however, there was 
grief in store for the gallant knight ; the partner 
of his joys and cares, his beautiful princess, was 
dead! Deeply he mourned his loss, and then 
he inquired if anyone could solve the mystery 
of the dream which had caused him so long 
a journey. He found that had he waited 
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patiently at home, like a wise man, all would 
have been known. The smiling infant was 
brought to him ; and then, wonderful to relate, 
he discovered on its breast the portrait of a 
green dragon, just as his wife had described 
it to him ; and, moreover, a blood-red cross 
marked on the boy's right hand, and a golden 
garter below his knee on the left. 

" PJe'U do something wonderful ! " exclaimed 
the proud father; and he was not mistaken. 

The name of George was given to the boy ; 
and forthwith the Lord High Steward, retiring 
from the cares of state, bestowed on him all 
his thoughts and attention. He selected three 
nurses to watch over him, called Prudence, 
Firmness, and Gentleness. One to prepare his 
nourishment, another to feed him, and the last 
to lull him to sleep. All would have gone 
well, but unhappily the boy's grandfather 
suggested that another nurse was necessary, and 
Carelessness was introduced into the household. 

It should be known that all this time the 
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wicked Enchantress Kalyb had been well aware 
who it was who had come to her cavern and 
blown so furiously on her magic horn. Every 
word the Knight had uttered, and every oppro- 
brious epithet which he had so lavishly bestowed, 
had been heard by her. She nourished, in con- 
sequence, in her evil heart, a spirit of revenge, 
which she waited a convenient opportunity to 
gratify. Oh, anger! oh, loss of temper! how 
blind art thou ! How dost thou make wise 
men become like the most foolish ! Revenge, 
too, how dost thou, malignant spirit, fall into 
the trap thou hast thyself laid, as will be soon 
seen! 

Wicked Kalyb waited her time. She knew 
of the young Prince's birth, she knew how his 
father doted on him, and she resolved to carry 
him off; but when she heard of the three 
nurses appointed to guard over him she de- 
spaired of succeeding in her object. The boy 
grew and flourished. Every day he became 
mor6 beautiful ; every day he gave proofs of a 

B 
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noble and gallant spirit Truly was he his 
father's pride; worthy was he of the admiration 
of all the people of Coventry. When, however, 
Kalyb found out that Carelessness had become 
his nurse, instantly she hurried to the sea-shore; 
when, embarking in an egg-shell — the shell, be 
it known, of a huge roc's egg — she set sail for 
the shores of England. Quickly she spun over 
the ocean, round and round, faster than any 
ordinary ship could sail, till she reached the 
land ; and, arriving in the neighbourhood of 
Coventry, she hid herself in a thick wood, till 
she could pounce out on the young Prince and 
carry him off. 

However, she had long to wait. Sometimes 
Prudence walked out with him, sometimes Gentle- 
ness, and sometimes Firmness ; and all kept so 
careful a watch over him that she had no oppor- 
tunity of effecting her purpose. At length. 
Carelessness one fatal day had charge of him. 
Kalyb immediately changed herself into a lovely 
butterfly. Off ran the boy with his velvet cap 
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to catch the fluttering insect. Carelessness sat 
down on a bank and fell asleep. Soon Kalyb 
led the boy into the recesses of the forest ; then 
seizing him, in spite of his crieSi she placed him 
in a chariot with ten fiery steeds which she had 
conjured up, and darting off like a flash of 
lightning, reached the coast, embarked in Ijer 
egg-shell, which whirled round and round as 
before, and then she travelled on till she arrived 
once more, with her captive, at the magic cavern 
in the Black Forest. The massive gates flew 
asunder at a touch of her silver wand, and the 
Prince found himself among wonders which his 
imagination had never before conceived, which far 
surpassed anything he had ever beheld even in 
the beautiful city of Coventry. He soon, how- 
ever, grew weary of them, and longed to return 
to his fond father and careful nurses ; but he 
found himself a prisoner, and no outlet could 
he discover by which he could make his escape 
from the cavern — the massive gates prevented all 
egress to any who had once entered within them. 

B 2 
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The wicked Kalyb watched the sorrow of 
the boy, and knowing that his father was still 
more sorrowful, rejoiced in her revenge. She 
had numerous attendants to do her will. Among 
them was a dwarf, a misshapen, ill-favoured 
creature. To his care the boy was confided, with 
directions to beat and tease him whenever he 
had nothing else to do. The noble child bore 
every indignity with equanimity and good 
humour, and, instead of harbouring revenge, took 
every opportunity of doing a kindness to the 
poor Dwarf, who was himself the peculiar object 
of the wicked Kalyb's ill-treatment. Crumpleback 
was the Dwarf's name. Often poor Crumpleback's 
body was black and blue with the pommelling 
he received from the furious Kalyb, while his 
cheeks were thin and haggard from want of 
food and rest. One day Kalyb was absent when 
Crumpleback addressed the Prince : " Know," 
said he, " kind boy, that I am a fairy in disguise, 
and though less powerful than the fell Enchantress 
Kalyb, I may yet circumvent her acts. Your 
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kindness and gentleness, and forgiveness of the 
injuries I was forced to do you, have won my 
heart. I have vowed to serve you to the best 
of my power. Let not Kalyb know what has 
passed between us, but wait patiently, and see 
what will happen." The young Prince thanked 
the Fairy, and his hopes of escaping once more 
revived. He had long to wait. In the meantime, 
whenever Kalyb was absent, the seeming Dwarf 
gave him instructions in all the arts which would 
fit him to become an accomplished knight 
Book-learning, though not much in vogue in 
those days, was not neglected. Sometimes the 
Fairy put a shining sword into his grasp, and 
showed him how to wield it with a force no one 
could withstand ; sometimes he was mounted on 
a fiery steed which few mortals could have 
bestrode, and with lance in hand he was taught 
to tilt against phantom knights, which, in the 
most desperate encounters, he invariably over- 
threw. Thus, by the time he had attained to 
man's estate, no knight in Europe was so 
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accomplished, while none surpassed him in virtue 
or valour. 

Meantime the Lord High Steward bitterly 
mourned the loss of his promising son. In vain 
h^ sent messengers throughout the world to find 
him, and at last, remembering the ancient proverb, 
" Who wants goes, who does not want sends," he 
resolved to go in search of the boy himself. 
Storing himself with gold and precious jewels, he 
set off, attended only by his faithful De Fistycuff. 
From place to place he wandered, year after year, 
till his locks were turned to silvery gray, and his 
beard became like the down of a thistle. One 
evening, his heart fainting, and his once firm knees 
trembling, he reached the gate of a monastery in 
Bohemia. Then he sunk down before even his 
Squire could ring the bell to summon the monks 
to his assistance. When the porter opened the 
door, the Lord High Steward of England had 
breathed his last, and poor De Fistycuff was 
bewailing his loved master's death, and his 
own hard fate, in being thus left alone in a 
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foreign land. The monks buried Sir Albert 
hard by, and raised a monument, covered with 
some of his own jewels, over his grave, reserving 
the remainder to pay the expenses of his funeral. 
The worthy De FistycufT they recommended to 
return to his native land, unless he wished to 
become a monk ; an honour he declined, having 
his faithful Grumculda waiting for him at home. 
So, pa3ang a farewell visit to his master's tomb, 
the jewels on which he found had by enchantment 
been changed to glass, he set off on his journey. 
Happily he had, however, some of the presents 
intended for the wicked Kalyb in his pockets ; 
so like an honest Briton, he was able to pay 
his way, and be no discredit to his country. 
Leaving him to pursue his toilsome peregrination, 
we return once more to the cavern of Kalyb. 



CHAPTER II. 



Even the Enchantress wondered at the pro- 
gress in the arts and sciences her captive was 
making ; but as she knew that he was destined 
to become a great man, she was aware that she 
could not hope to stop his progress. All she 
could do was to keep him shut up till fate set 
him free. One day the friendly Fairy addressed 
the Prince: "Know/* she said, **the Enchantress 
sleeps once, and once only, for one week every 
hundred years. Her magic art depends on her 
silver wand, which on that occasion she hides 
away so carefully that it is scarcely possible to 
discover it Still, we will search. For that 
opportunity I have long been waiting. If we 
can possess ourselves of it, she will be completely 
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in our power, and we can work our will within 
the magic cavern. Know also that I am an 
English fairy, Sabrina by name. I love you 
because you are kind to me, and because you 
come of an honest English stock. If we can 
overcome the Enchantress, I will enable you to 
commence that career of glory for which I know 
that your heart is even now thirsting." The 
young Prince's heart beat high with joy and 
hope on hearing these words. Anxiously they 
watched the Enchantress, to try and discover 
where she would place her silver wand. Day 
after day they followed her through all the vast 
interminable recesses of her magic cavern. Every 
day she grew more drowsy and less inclined to 
speak ; which is not surprising, considering how 
long she had been awake, and how sleepy she 
must have become. 

In spite of all this vigilance, however, at last 
she appeared without her silver wand; and 
soon after they saw her sink down on a 
couch of rose-leaves she had prepared for her- 
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self in a sumptuous apartment, where, had it not 
been for her hideous countenance, where all 
the malignant passions were pourtrayed, she 
would have looked like a sovereign resting on 
her bed of state. The Prince was eager instantly 
to set off to look for the silver wand. 

"Stay," whispered the Fairy Sabrina; "she 
yet sleeps with one eye open, like a weasel ; 
wait till she closes both, and snores." Accordingly 
they waited till both Kalyb's eyes were closed, 
and loud snores echoed along the vaulted roof. 
Then off they set. 

** Nothing worth having can be gained without 
toil and trouble/' observed the Dwarf, as he 
parted from the Prince. All the other attendants 
of the Enchantress had taken the opportunity to 
go to sleep likewise ; so silence profound reigned 
throughout the cavern, broken only by her snores. 
The Prince searched and searched in every 
direction, under heaps of costly jewels and 
glittering robes, piles of gold and silver, and rich 
armour ; but they had now no charms for him : 
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the silver wand which was to set him free to 
commence his noble career was all he sought for 
— that wand, the type of knowledge, which can 
only be obtained by study and perseverance. 
Day after day he sought for it; but at the end 
of each day all he could say was that he believed 
he could tell where it was not. The Dwarf came 
back equally unsuccessful ; but still numberless 
heaps had been turned over, intricate passages 
explored, profound depths dived into, and un- 
thought of recesses in the cavern discovered. 

Five days had thus passed away ; the Prince 
knew more about the cavern than he had ever 
known before ; the sixth day came, and that, 
too, ended. He had added to his knowledge, 
but the silver wand had not been found. He 
became anxious, as well he might. On the 
seventh the Enchantress would awake and resume 
her power. More diligently than ever he searched 
about ; the Dwarf seconded his efforts. Before 
him appeared, as he wandered on, a golden 
door. After many a hearty shove he forced 
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it open. A steep flight of rugged stone steps 
led winding upwards he knew not where. Boldly 
he entered, and climbed on, on, on. Though 
rough and steep were the steps he did not weary 
or hesitate. Sometimes the stair was spiral, 
and he went round and round, and sometimes 
it led him directly upwards. Scarcely a glimmer 
of light enabled him to find his way ; but the 
Dwarf was at his heels, encouraging him, and 
he recollected the silver wand of which he was 
in search, and persevered. Strong and healthy 
as he was he began to draw his breath quickly, 
when the full light of the glorious sun burst 
on him, and he found himself in a magnificent 
temple of alabaster, on the summit of a lofty 
mountain. 

From the windows of the temple he could 
behold the whole surrounding country to a vast 
distance, far, far beyond the forest which grew 
round the base of the mountain. There were 
cities and palaces, and silvery streams, and 
rich fields, and glowing orchards, and meadows 
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full of cattle, and grassy downs covered with 
sheep — such a scene as he had not beheld since 
his boyhood, when Kalyb first got possession 
of him. 

He stood contemplating it with delight. 
How long he might have stood it is impossible 
to say, when the sound of a distant church- 
bell was wafted up to his ears. It reminded 
him that the hour was appro'aching when the 
dreadful Kalyb would awake. He thought to 
make his escape out of the temple, but that he 
found was impossible ; the walls of the tower 
in which he stood were a hundred feet high, 
with pointed iron spikes below to catch any who 
might fall on them. Again must he sink into 
the power of the cruel Kalyb } His brave heart 
rebelled at the thought; he would dare and do 
anything to avoid it. 

He spoke aloud. "You are right," said 
the Dwarf; "but look! what is that.?" He 
turned his head, and beheld before him, on a 
velvet cushion, which covered a marble table. 
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the Sliver wand of which he had been so long in 
search. He grasped it eagerly. 

"Follow me," said the Dwarf, hastening 
onward, "no time is to be lost.^' Down the 
steps they sped. " No time is to be lost," cried 
the Dwarf again. Faster, faster went the Prince's 
feet. On he rattled — on — on — often several 
steps at a time. Nothing stopped him. The 
bottom was reached ; the massive door was 
closed; in vain he pushed against it. He 
touched it with his silver wand ; open it flew. 
Along the vaulted passages of the cavern he 
sped. Many a hideous monster started up, but 
a wave of the silver wand put them to 
flight. 

The Prince and his attendant reached the 
chamber of the Enchantress. Her snoring had 
ceased. She had begun to rub her eyes and 
move uneasily, with many a grunt and snort 
She was about to awake. Who could have told 
what mischief one glance of her evil eye would 
have effected ? " Strike ! strike ! " said the Fairy. 



lb. 
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The Prince struck the bed. Instantly loud 
shrieks and groans and cries most terrific were 
heard filling the air^ and shouts most horrible 
of mocking laughter, and bellowings, and roarings, 
and hissings, and the walls of the chamber began 
to rock, and the bed began to sink, and flames 
burst forth, and stenches most overwhelming arose. 
The horrible noises increased till dense lurid 
vapours concealed the spot where the En- 
chantress's chamber had been, though her helpless 
cries were heard far, far down in the depths of 
the earth ; and the Prince found himself standing 
in the wild cavern, but, in the place of the Dwarf, 
there stood a beautiful Fairy by his side, "I 
prepared you for a change," said the Fairy, with 
a smile ; " but come, we are not the only ones 
to be set free. Let us not forget our companions 
in misfortune any more than those in our 
prosperity," 

The Prince made the politest of bows, and 
said he was completely under the Lady Sabrina's 
directions, " Then come with me," she said, and 
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led the way till they reached a vast castle of 
brass, with battlements and towers glittering in 
the sun. "Within this castle lie imprisoned six 
valiant knights, worthy champions of Christendom, 
bemoaning their hard fate, and longing to be 
free. Had the vile Kalyb retained her power, 
you would have been shut up there likewise. 
But know, brave Prince, as by your perseverance, 
valour, and judgment you have overcome her 
and her enchantments, it is destined that you 
shall become the seventh and most renowned 
of all, and so I hail you as 'St. George of 
merrie England.' Thus you shall be called for 
ages yet to come, wherever England's might 
and England's deeds throughout the world are 
known." The roseate hue of modesty suffused 
the cheek of the young Knight as he heard these 
words, and he vowed that he would ever strive 
to prove worthy of the honourable title he had 
received. 

Then thrice he struck the gates of the brazen 
castle. The portals flew open, and he and the 
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Fairy entering, found the six knights sitting 
lonely and sad in separate chambers, not knowing 
what had happened. They started as they heard 
the voice of Sabrina mentioning their names. 

"The first is St. Denis of France/' said she. 
With many a bow he rapidly sprang forward 
and saluted St. George. The second, St James 
of Spain, slowly stalked on, and, lifting his 
casque, bowed haughtily. The third, St. Anthony 
of Italy, advanced more rapidly, and with a 
flourish of his helmet, gave him an embrace. 
St Andrew of Scotland, the fourth, rising from 
his couch, inquired whence he had come, and 
whither he was going, and thanked him for the 
valour he had displayed ; while St. Patrick, the 
fifth, almost wrung off his hand, as he expressed 
his delight in meeting so gallant a knight; and 
the sixth, St David of Wales, vowed that no 
pleasure could surpass what he felt at being 
thus set free by a knight second only to himself 
in all knightly accomplishments. Besides the 
knights, six faithful squires, who had followed 
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their fortunes for many years, lay imprisoned 
in a separate dungeon. These also St. George 
had the great satisfaction of setting free; 
when once more they rejoined their beloved 
masters, and assisted, as was their wont, in 
preparing them for their journey. 

Then St. George and all the knights, following 
Sabrina, led the way to the stables of the castle, 
where stood, ready caparisoned, seven of the 
most superb steeds mortal eye ever beheld. 
"Six of them are for those brave knights," 
she said; "the seventh. Bayard by name, is 
reserved for you ; while six other most excellent 
horses are for their six faithful squires." 

The knights, eager to be gone, mounted their 
steeds, as did their squires theirs, while Sabrina 
conducted St. George back to the castle, where, 
in a chamber, hung numberless suits of the 
most magnificent armour. Choosing out the 
strongest corselet, Sabrina buckled it on his 
breast; she laced on his helmet, and completely 
clothed him in glittering steel. Then bringing 
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forth a mighty falchion^ she placed it in his 
hand, and said : " No monarch was ever clothed 
in richer armour. Of such strength and in- 
vincible power is your steed, that while you are 
on his back no knight shall be able to conquer 
you. Your armour is of steel so pure that no 
battle-axe can bruise, no weapon pierce it. 
Your sword, which is called Ascalon, was made 
by the Cyclops. It will hew asunder the hardest 
flint, or cut the strongest steel, and in its pommel 
such magic virtue lies, that neither treason nor 
witchcraft can prevail against you, or any 
violence be offered as long as you wear it" 

The good Fairy thus having spoken, St. George, 
fully caparisoned, went forth from^ the castle, 
and mounting Bayard, prepared with the other 
champions to leave the Black Forest — Sabrina, 
in her own chariot, drawn by ten peacocks, 
leading the way. Just then a stranger appeared 
in sight, sad and sorrowful, travelling on. 

"De Fistycuff!" exclaimed St. George, in a 

cheerful voice, "my honest parentis faithful 
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squire." De Fistycuflf started, as well he might, 
and rushed forward. He knew the voice, but 
whence it had come he could not tell. St. George 
tore oflf his corselet, and exposed to view the 
green dragon on his bosom. Thus De Fistycuflf 
knew who it was, and embracing him, burst 
into tears. Having recovered himself, and once 
more buckled on his young master's armour, 
De Fistycuflf mounted his steed. 

Then the whole party set forward, and 
travelled on till they reached the coast. Then 
.they took shipping, and at St. George's par- 
ticular request, proceeded to his paternal castle, 
near the beautiful city of Coventry. There 
having dwelt for the space of nine months, and 
erected a sumptuous monument over the grave 
of the hapless Princess, St. George's mother, 
they expressed their desire to set forth once 
more in search of those noble adventures to 
which they had devoted their lives. St. George, 
nothing loath, promised to accompany them, 
and the faithful De Fistycuflf entreated that he 
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might not be left behind ; so, all accoutred, 
and lavishly supplied with everything they re- 
quired, they set forth with their faithful squires, 
and travelled on till the time arrived for their 
separating in different directions. What then 
befell them, and what wondrous deeds they per- 
formed, shall in course of time be told. 



CHAPTER III. 



The Seven Champions having crossed the British 
Channel to France, and traversed that lovely 

m 

country, where they banqueted, to their heart's 
content, on fricassees and ragouts, washed down 
by huge draughts of Burgundy and claret, reached 
at length a broad plain, where stood a brazen 
pillar. Here seven ways met, and here the 
noble knights, with many a flourish of their 
spears and not a few in their speeches, though 
history does not record them, parted with ex- 
pressions of mutual esteem, to follow out with 
their faithful squires their separate adventures. 

St. George, accompanied only by the faithful 
De FistycufT, at once passed over to the coast 
of Africa, knowing full well that in that un- 
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known land of wonders he was more likely to 
meet with adventures worthy of his prowess than 
in any other part of the world. He journeyed 
on for many a mile over burning sands, his 
polished steel armour glittering in the sun, 
striking terror into all beholders, and almost 
blinding his poor Squire, who, hot and panting, 
followed him wearily. 

Far across the plains of Africa he travelled 
till he reached the very ancient, though little 
known kingdom of Timbuctoo. King Bobadildo, 
the sable monarch of that empire, so wonderfully 
renowned in its own annals, if not in those of 
other countries, received him with all the courtesy 
due to his rank as a British knight, and the 
renown which the faithful De FistycufT, who never 
lost an opportunity of putting in a good word for 
his master, stated that he intended to acquire. 

The Knight was feasted sumptuously, and 
magnificent shows were got up for his enter- 
tainment; while the King, who had taken a 
great fancy to him, from believing that he would 



40 THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS 

be of great use in leading his warriors to the 
fight against the enemies of his realm, pressed 
him to remain, hoping that by his falling in 
love with his lovely daughter he might be in- 
duced to become his son-in-law. The colour of 
the young Princess's complexion, which was of 
the most sable hue, shining lustrously with palm 
oil, although much admired in her native 
country, was to the British Knight an insuper- 
able objection to a closer alliance than that of 
the friendship he enjoyed ; though he did not 
say so, but stated that he was anxious to go 
where glory awaited him, and that all matri- 
monial arrangements he must defer till he had 
won that fame for which his heart panted. 

Accordingly, the next morning, followed by 
De Fistycuff, who had some difficulty in buck- 
ling his belt after the good fare he had enjoyed, 
he set forth from the southern gate of the 
capital towards the unknown regions which lay 
beyond. The sweet Princess looked out of a 
turret window, and waved her coal-black hand. 
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while tears coursed each other down her sable 
cheeks as she saw the Knight going away and 
leaving her all forlorn ; for in her bright eyes 
not one of the neighbouring princes, nor any 
of her father's courtiers, could in any way be 
compared to the gallant St. George. Many 
other sweet princesses, at the various courts he 
visited in his travels, held the same opinion, a 
circumstance which caused a considerable amount 
of perplexity to the gentle-hearted and gallant 
Knight As she gazed she sighed, and then 
she sang words to the following effect : 

^ Go away, go away, oh, hard-hearted knight. 
Go away to glory and fame ; 

If you ever come back 

You'll not find me slack 
To change my state and name ! * 

Much relieved by the impromptu expressions of 
her feelings, she turned from the window, St. 
George having disappeared among the distant 
sand-heaps, and went to attend her honoured sire 
at his matutinal meal. 
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St. George and his Squire travelled on day 
after day, mounting higher and higher till they 
reached a region where the heat was no longer so 
oppressive as in the plains, and where scenes new 
and beautiful opened on their enravished sight. 

There were beautiful lakes of the clearest 
water, full of fish of strange shapes and gorgeous 
hues, which swam up to the surface, and gazed 
with curious eyes at the strangers. The trees 
and shrubs were of the most gigantic proportions, 
the former towering high into the sky, and a 
single leaf affording ample shade to the Knight 
and Squire and their horses. So luscious and 
luxuriant, too, was the grass that a few tufts were 
sufficient for a meal for the noble steeds, and 
put such strength and spirit into them that, in 
spite of the fatigues they underwent, they were 
ever ready for any task they might be called 
on to perform. Even the shrubs were so high 
that they could ride beneath some of them. 
Others were covered with leaves of such thickness 
that a spear could scarcely pierce them, while 
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they were armed with spikes of length so for- 
midable that it was dangerous to approach the 
branches, and impossible to force a passage 
through them. Strange, too, were the planta 
Some were like a mass of twisting serpents, which 
wriggled about and hissed as the travellers passed, 
and though St. George cut off their heads, with 
his sword, they so quickly again grew up that he 
perceived that the attempt to destroy them Wfis 
labour lost. 

"So is it," he moralised, "with vicious pro- 
pensities ; the nature of the plant must be changed, 
or the branches will spring forth, and evil fruit 
will continually be produced." Other plants of 
the most fantastic shapes and most lovely hues 
seemed endued with life. One covering a wide 
circle of ground, and tinted with every colour 
of the rainbow, they stopped to admire. Suddenly 
it darted forth feelers of great length high into 
the air, and drew back hundreds of gay-coloured 
butterflies, and moths, and beetles, which were 
flying near. 
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Numerous birds also of the most gorgeous 
plumage, which darted down, attracted by the 
flies, were seized hold of and dragged within the 
capacious mouth of the plant. 

" On, on ! " cried St. George, pricking forward 
his steed. "If we stop to admire all these separate 
wonders we shall never attain the great objects 
of our expedition." The Squire, if he heard, did 
not heed his master, for he kept gazing at the 
proceedings of the strange plant, and trying to 
count the number of insects it gobbled up in a 
minute. Thoughtlessly he drew closer and closer, 
till suddenly the monster plant darted forth all 
its feelers and grasped him round the body. 
He felt himself dragged helplessly towards the 
capacious maw where he had already seen so 
many creatures conveyed. " Oh, master, master ! 
help, help ! " he shouted at the top of his voice, 
though a feeler getting round his neck almost 
stopped his breath, 

St. George, seeing what had occurred, spurred 
back in hot haste, and, slashing away with his 
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trusty falchion, severed the feelers after vast 
exertions and rescued his frightened Squire. 

"If you had done as I told you this would 
not have happened," he observed, as he freed 
him from the thick masses of sinew which sur- 
rounded his body. " Oh, De FistycufT, remember 
to do right and what you are bid by those who 
know best what is for your good, and then don't 
fear the consequences ; but never stand gazing 
at what is bad or dangerous, and fancy that you 
run no risk of being drawn into the snare laid 
for you ! " 

The Squire listened respectfully to his master's 
lecture, and then followed him at a humble dis- 
tance, resolving to profit by his advice. 

Night with her sable wings was about to 
overspread the earth, and the tall woods resounded 
with strangest cries, and shrieks, and hisses of the 
wonderful wild animals which roamed through 
them, when the Knight thought it high time to 
look about for some place of shelter, where, free 
from their attacks, he and his Squire might repose 
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till the return of the rosy dawn would enable 
them to discern their foes, and face them bravely. 

A large rock appeared before them. Within 
it was a cave with a rude porch in front. In 
this rough habitation dwelt a hermit, whose voice 
they heard bewailing the sad fate to which his 
country was doomed. The Knight entered; a 
lamp stood on a table in the centre of the cave. 
The hermit rose from his couch and welcomed 
St. George and De FistycufF. He was a vener- 
able man, with a long beard of silvery whiteness ; 
and as he tottered forward he seemed bowed 
almost to the ground with the weight of years. 

"Gladly will I afford you shelter and such 
food as my cell can furnish, most gallant Knight," 
he said ; and, suiting the action to the word, he 
placed a variety of provisions on the table. "I 
need not inquire to what country you belong, 
for I see by the arms of England engraven on 
your burgonet whence you come. I know the 
knights of that land are brave and gallant, and 
ready to do battle in aid of the distressed. Here, 
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then, you will find an opportunity for distinguishing 
yourself by a deed which will make your name 
renowned throughout the world." 

St. George pricked up his ears at this, and 
eagerly inquired what it was. "This, you must 
understand, most noble Knight, is the renowned 
territory of Bagabomabou, second to none in the 
world in importance in the opinion of its inhabi- 
tants. None was so prosperous, none so flourishing, 
when a most horrible misfortune befell the land, 
in the appearance of a terrific green dragon, of 
huge proportions, who ranges up and down the 
country, creating devastation and dismay in every 
direction. No corner of the land is safe from his 
ravages; no one can hope to escape the conse- 
quences of his appearance. Every day his in- 
satiable maw must be fed with the body of a 
young maiden, while so pestiferous is the breath 
which exhales from his throat that it causes a 
plague of a character so violent that whole districts 
have been depopulated by it. He commences his 
career of destruction at dawn every morning, and 
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till his victim is ready he continues to ravage the 
land. When he has swallowed his lamentable 
repast he remains asleep till next morning, and 
then he proceeds as before. 

"Many attempts have been made to capture 
him during the night, but they have proved as 
fruitless as trying to catch a weasel (if you happen 
to have heard of such an animal, St. George, in 
your travels) asleep. Fruitless I will not say to 
him, for he has invariably destroyed the brave 
men who have gone out to attack him, and has 
swallowed them for his supper. For no less than 
twenty-four long years has this dreadful infliction 
been suffered by our beloved country, till scarcely 
a maiden remains alive, nor does a brave man 
continue in it. The most lovely and perfect of 
her sex, the King's only daughter, the charming 
Sabra, is to be made an offering to the fell dragon 
to-morrow, unless a knight can be found gallant 
and brave enough to risk his life in mortal combat 
with the monster, and with skill and strength 
sufficient to destroy him. 
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"The King has promised, in his royal word, 
that, should such a knight appear and come off 
victorious, he will give him his daughter in 
marriage and the crown of Bagabornabou at his 
decease." 

"Ah!" exclaimed the English Knight, his 
whole countenance beaming with satisfaction, 
"here is a deed to be done truly worthy of my 
prowess ! What think you of that, reverend 
hermit ? " And he bared his breast, exhibiting the 
portrait of the green dragon which had been 
marked there at his birth. 

"A circumstance ominous of deep import," 
observed the hermit, nodding his head ; either the 
green dragon will kill you, or you will kill the 
green dragon." 

" Now, by my halidom, but I fully purpose to 
kill the dragon and rescue the Princess," cried the 
Knight, in a cheerful voice. *' Won't we, my brave 
De Fistycuff ? " 

"What men dare they can do," answered the 
Squire) nodding his head, for he was very sleepy; 
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Accordingly, the hermit having prepared 
couches of leaves, the Knight and his attendant 
rested till the cheerful cock, true messenger of day, 
gave notice that the sun was about to uprise from 
his sandy bed,- Then, springing to his feet after a 
hurried meal, aided by his Squire and the trembling 
fingers of the hermit, he carefully buckled on his 
armour, and mounting his richly-caparisoned steed, 
he declared himself ready for the combat. Fol- 
lowed by De Fistycuff, and preceded by the 
hermit on a mule, who went to show the way, he 
proceeded to the valley where the dragon was 
asleep, and where the King's daughter was to be 
offered up as a sacrifice. 

As he came in sight of it his eyes rested on 
one of the sweetest and most lovely maidens he 
had ever beheld, arrayed in pure white Arabian 
silk, and led to the place of death by a numerous 
band of sage and modest matrons, who mourned 
with bitter tears her hard fate. 

This melancholy spectacle still further stimu- 
lated the overflowing courage of the English 
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Knight ; so spurring on towards the mourning 
group, he assured the lovely maiden that he was 
prepared to battle bravely in her cause, and 
entreated her to return to her father's court till 
the result of the coming contest became known. 

"He'll do it if it is to be done," observed 
De FistycufF, wishing to add his mite of consola- 
tion to the ladies' hearts, and pointing to his 
master, who had ridden slowly on ; and having 
thus delivered himself he spurred after him. 

The daring Knight and his faithful Squire now 
entered the valley where the terrific green dragon 
had his abode. No sooner did the fiery eyes of 
the hideous monster fall on the steel-clad warrior 
instead of the fair maiden he expected to see, than 
from his leathern throat he sent forth a cry of rage 
louder and more tremendous than thunder, and 
arousing himself he prepared for the contest about 
to occur. As he reared up on his hind legs — with 
his wings outspread, and his long scaly tail, with a 
huge red fork, extending far away behind him, 
his sharp claws wide open, each of the size of a 
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large ship's anchor, his gaping mouth armed with 
double rows of huge teeth, between which appeared 
a fiery red tongue, and vast eyes blazing like 
burning coals, while his nostrils spouted forth fire, 
and the upper part of his body was covered with 
glittering green scales brighter than polished silver, 
and harder than brass, the under part being of a 
deep golden hue — his appearance might well have 
made even one of the bravest of men unwilling to 
attack him, 

St. George trembled not, but thought of the 
lovely Sabra, and nerved himself for the en- 
counter. De Fistycuff did not like his looks, 
and had he been alone would have been tempted 
to beat a retreat, but his love for his master 
kept him by his side. 

" See," said the hermit, who had come thus 
far, " there is the dragon ! He is a monster 
huge and horrible; but I believe that, like other 
monsters, by bravery and skill he can be over- 
come. See, the valley is full of fruit-trees ! 
Should he wound you, and should you be faint, 
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you will find one bearing oranges of qualities 
so beneficial, that, should you be able to procure 
one plucked fresh from the tree, it will instantly 
revive you. Now, farewell ! See, the brute is 
approaching ! ** 

"Remember,** cried St. George, turning to 
De Fistycuff, "this fight is to be all my own. 
You stand by and see fair play. Only, if I am 
down, and the brute dares to hit me, then rush 
in to my rescue." The faithful Squire nodded 
his assent. 

On came the monster dragon, flapping his 
wings, spouting fire from his nostrils, and roar- 
ing loudly with his mouth. St. George couched 
his sharp spear, and spurring his steed, dashed 
onward to the combat. So terrific was the shock 
that the Knight was almost hurled from his 
saddle, while his horse, driven back on his 
haunches, lay, almost crushed, beneath the 
monster's superincumbent weight ; but both man 
and steed extricating themselves with marvellous 
agility, St. George made another thrust of his 
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spear, with all his might, against the scaly 
breast of the dragon. He might as well have 
struck against a gate of brass. 

In a moment the stout spear was shivered 
into a thousand fragments, and the dragon 
uttered a loud roar of derision. At the same 
time, to show what he could do, he whisked 
round his venomous pointed tail with so rapid 
a movement that he brought both man and 
horse, sorely bruised, to the ground. 

There they lay, almost senseless from the 
blow, while the dragon retreated backward some 
hundred paces or more, with the intention of 
coming back with greater force than before, 
and completing the victory he had almost won. 
Happily De FistycufT divined the monster's 
purpose, and seeing one of the orange-trees of 
which the hermit had spoken, he picked an 
orange and hurried with it to his master. 

Scarcely had* the Knight tasted it than he 
felt his strength revive, and leaping to his feet, 
he gave the remainder of it to his trusty steed. 
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on whose back instantly mounting, he stood 
prepared, with his famous sword Ascalon in his 
hand, to receive the furious charge which the 
dragon was about to make. 

Though his spear had failed him at a pinch, 
his trusty falchion was true as ever ; and making 
his horse spring forward, he struck the monster 
such a blow on his golden-coloured breast that 
the point entered between the scales, inflicting a 
wound which made it roar with pain and rage. 

Slight, however, was the advantage which the 
Knight thereby gained, for there issued forth 
from the wound so copious a stream of black 
gore, with an odour so terrible, that it drove 
him back, almost drowning him and his brave 
steed, while the noxious fumes, entering their 
nostrils, brought them both fainting and helpless 
to the ground. 

De Fistycuff, mindful of his master's com- 
mands, narrowly eyed the dragon, to see what 
he was about to do. Stanching his wound 
with a touch of his fiery tail, he flapped his 
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green wings, roaring hoarsely, and shook his 
vast body, preparatory to another attack on the 
Knight. 

"Is that it?" cried the Squire; and running 
to the orange-tree, whence he plucked a couple 
of the golden fruit, he poured the juice of one 
down the throat of his master, and of the other 
down that of Bayard. Both revived in an in- 
stant, and St. George, springing on Bayard's 
back, felt as fresh and ready for the fight as 
ever. Both had learned the importance of 
avoiding the dragon's tail, and when he whisked 
it on one side Bayard sprang to the other, and 
so on, backwards and forwards, nimbly avoiding 
the blows aimed by the venomous instrument at 
him or his rider. 

Again and again the dragon reared itself up, 
attempting to drop down and crush his gallant 
assailant; but Bayard, with wonderful sagacity, 
comprehending exactly what was to be done, 
sprung backwards or aside each time the 
monster descended, and thus avoided the 
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threatened catastrophe. Still the dragon ap- 
peared as able as ever to endure the combat 
St. George saw that a strenuous eflTort must be 
made^ and taking a fresh grasp of Ascalon, he 
spurred onward to meet the monster, who once 
more advanced^ with outstretched wings, with 
the full purpose of destroying him. This time 
St George kept his spurs in the horse's flanks. 
"Death or victory must be the result of this 
charge," he shouted to De FistycufT. 

With Ascalon's bright point kept well before 
him, he drove directly at the breast of the 
monster. The sword struck him under the 
wing; through the thick flesh it went, and 
nothing stopped it till it pierced the monster's 
heart Uttering a loud groan, which resounded 
through the neighbouring woods and mountains, 
and made even the wild beasts tremble with 
consternation, the furious green dragon fell over 
on its side, when St. George, drawing his 
falchion from the wound, dashed on over the 
prostrate form of the monster, and, ere it could 
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rise to revenge itself on its destroyer, with many 
a blow he severed the head from the body. 
So vast was the stream which flowed forth 
from the wound that the whole valley speedily 
became a lake of blood, and the river which ran 
down from it first gave notice, by its sanguineous 
hue, to the inhabitants of the neighbouring dis- 
tricts that the noble Champion of England had 
slain their long-tormenting enemy. 

The victorious Knight now refreshed himself 
and his steed with a couple of the oranges which 
De Fistycuff brought him, and which completely 
restored them to the vigour with which they began 
the combat. He then stuck the huge head of 
the once terrific dragon on a truncheon, which 
was formed by his faithful Squire out of the handle 
of the spear, the head of which had been shivered 
against the scaly sides of the monster at the 
commencement of the combat. 

Having delivered the trophy of his prowess 
to De Fistycuff, to be borne before him, he rode 
on towards the capital of the kingdom, where 
he expected to be welcomed by the lovely Sabra, 
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to be received by the sovereign and his people 
as a conqueror, to have heard all the bells in 
the empire ringing, and to have seen every house 
illuminated, and bonfires blazing in every street. 
He had to learn the bitter lesson that success 
frequently only creates enemies and detractors. 

Now, there was residing at the court of King 
Battabolo, the sovereign of Bagabomabou, Almidor, 
the black King of Morocco, who had long in 
vain sought the hand of the Princess Sabra. For 
many reasons she could not abide him ; and now, 
when he heard of the successful combat of St. 
George with the dragon, he knew that he should 
have less chance than ever of winning her love. 
With baseness unparalleled he resolved to make 
one desperate effort to gain her. Accordingly 
he, by the most extensive promises, engaged the 
services of twelve warriors of renown to waylay 
the British Champion, in order to deprive him 
of his trophy and of his life, intending to present 
himself before the fair Sabra, and to boast that 
he had himself destroyed the dragon. 

Passing through a narrow defile, St. George 
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beheld the twelve African knights flourishing their 
swords, and prepared to intercept his progress. 

"Take charge of Bayard," quoth he to De 
Fistycuff; "I'll meet these recreants sword in 
hand on foot." Thus speaking, he drew Ascalon 
from the scabbard, and advanced towards his 
foes. From the narrowness of the defile only 
three could engage in the fight at once. Sharply 
clashed the steel ; loud rang their swords upon 
his polished armour; but Ascalon soon found an 
entrance through their coats of mail, and one 
after the other fell breathless to the ground. 
Three more then came on ; but standing on the 
bodies of the prostrate steeds, he with one stroke 
of his falchion severed their heads from their 
bodies, which rolled over in the ensanguined 
dust. With three equal downward strokes he cut 
in two, from the crown to the saddle, the next 
three which advanced, while the remainder turning 
to fly, he pierced them with Ascalon ignominiously 
through the back. 

Almidor had all the time stood on the summit 




OF CHRISTENDOM. 6i 

of a mountain hard by to witness the defeat of 
the British Champion ; but when he saw that, 
instead, he remained victor of the field, he hastened 
back to the city to announce the death of the 
dragon by the sword of the strange Knight. Pen 
might fail to do justice to the magnificent 
preparations made to do honour to the brave 
Champion who had conquered tlie green dragon. 
As he approached the city he was met by a 
sumptuous chariot of massive gold, drawn by fifty 
milk-white steeds ; the wheels were of the purest 
ebony, and the covering was of silk embossed 
with gold. On either side rode a hundred of 
the noblest peers of Bagabornabou, attired in 
crimson velvet, and mounted on chargers of the 
same pure colour as those which drew the chariot* 
Stepping into the chariot, while De Fistycuff led 
Bayard with one hand, and carried aloft the 
dragon's head with the other, he entered the city 
amid strains of delicious and martial music, and 
beneath banners and embroidered tapestry and 
rich arras waving from every window, from which 
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looked down thousands of bright eyes to admire 
him. But none were so bright as those of the 
beauteous Sabra, who welcomed him in a rich 
pavilion prepared for his reception, where he laid 
at her feet the trophies of his prowess; and as 
she gazed at the dragon's monstrous jaws she 
shuddered to think that she might have had to 
go down them, and felt her gratitude and eke 
a warmer feeling increase for the gallant stranger 
who had preserved her from a fate so terrible. 

Here all the first physicians in the land stood 
around with precious salves to dress his wounds, 
and administer specifics against the effects of 
the dragon's poisonous breath and venom. The 
Knight, having requested that they might all be 
left by his bedside, and that he might be left 
alone, aided by De FistycufT, emptied them all 
out of the window, and having declared himself 
next morning infinitely better, thereby gained 
immense popularity among the disciples of 
iEsculapius, who each rested under the pleasing 
belief that his own nostrum had worked the cure. 



CHAPTER IV. 

No sooner had the blushing mom displayed her 
beauties in the east, and gilded with her radiant 
beams the mountain-tops, than Sabra repaired 
to the Champion's pavilion, and presented him 
with a diamond ring of inestimable value, which 
she prayed him to wear on his finger, not only 
as an ornament, but because it was endued with 
many excellent and occult virtues. 

That day the British Champion was enter- 
tained with one of the most magnificent banquets 
that had ever taken place in Africa. Ample 
justice was done to it by all present, especially 
by De Fistycuff, who eat away most heartily, 
and quaffed down huge beakers of rosy wine — 
all, as he declared, for the honour of old 
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England. Ere the feast was ended, Almidor, 
the black King of Morocco, under pretence of 
doing honour to the Christian Knight, rose from 
his seat, and presented him with a bowl of 
Samian wine. The noble Champion took it, 
thoughtless of treachery; but as he lifted it to 
his lips the magic ring touched the rim, when, 
to the astonishment of all present, it shivered 
into a thousand fragments. The Princess Sabra 
shrieked out that some vile treachery was in- 
tended; but so firm was the confidence of the 
King, her father, in the honour of Almidor, that 
he refused to credit the accusation. 

Thus a second time was St. George saved 
from the machinations of his enemy. Like a 
lynx, however, Almidor watched for another 
opportunity of gratifying his hatred. 

In tournaments, dances, and other heroic 
exercises, the Champion passed his time, until 
the faithful De Fistycuff reminded him that he 
was sadly wasting it, if he wished to gain a 
name to be handed down to posterity. 
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"You are right, my faithful monitor," he 
answered; "TU bid farewell to the Princess, and 
be gone." 

The Knight found out Sabra seated in a 
bower of jessamine. . He told her his errand. 
" Refuse not," she replied, " my dear, loved lord 
of England, her who, for thy sake, would leave 
parents, country, and the inheritance of the 
crown of Bagabornabou, and would follow thee 
as a pilgrim through the wide world. The sun 
shall sooner lose his splendour, the pale moon 
drop from her orb, the sea forget to ebb and 
flow, and all things change their course, than 
Sabra prove inconstant to St. George of England. 
Let, then, the. priest of Hymen knit that gordian 
knot — the knot of wedlock — ^which death alone 
has power to untie." 

The Champion, suddenly recollecting that it 
was leap year, and delighted with the maiden 
who had so ably put in a word in her own 
favour, allowed his heart, which had never 
before beat with any other passion but that of 
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• arms, to yield to the tender one of love. Yet, 
willing to try her longer, he replied: "Sweet 
Princess, not content that I have risked my life 
to preserve yours, would you have me sacrifice 
my honour, give over the chase of dazzling 
glory, lay all my warlike trophies in a woman's 
lap, and change my truncheon for a distaff? 
No, Sabra; George of England was born in a 
country where true chivalry is nourished, and 
hath sworn to see the world, as far as the lamp 
of heaven can lend him light, before he is fettered 
in the golden chains of wedlock. Why decline 
the suit of King Almidor, fit consort for one 
of your high rank } " 

"Because," she replied, with a curl of her 
lip, "the fell King of Morocco is more bloody- 
minded than a crocodile, but thou gentle as a 
lamb ; his tongue more ominous of ill than that 
of a screeching night owl, but thine sweeter than 
the morning lark ; his touch more odious than 
that of a venomous serpent, but thine more 
pleasant than that of the curling vine." 
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" But stay, Princess," put in St George ; ^' I am 
a Christian — yow a pagan." 

"IVe thought of that," she replied. "I will 
forsake my country's gods, and, like you, become 
a Christian." Saying this she broke a golden 
ring, giving, as a pledge of her love, one half to 
the Knight, and keeping the other herself. 

Thereon St George, resisting no longer, 
owned his love, and promised, on his knightly 
word, to come back when he had achieved a 
few more heroic deeds, 'and wed her. 

The treacherous Almidor, hiding behind the 
jessamine bower, had overheard all the un- 
complimentary references to himself, and burn- 
ing with a desire of vengeance, hastened to the 
King, and told him that his daughter intended 
quitting the faith of her ancestors, and flying 
with the Christian Knight This so enraged the 
King that, yielding to the suggestions of the 
wicked Almidor, he agreed to send him, with 
treacherous intent, to the court of Egypt, as 
bearer of a sealed letter, in which document he 



i 
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entreated King Ptolemy to take an early oppor- 
tunity of destroying one who was a despiser and 
uprooter of their ancient belief. Summoning St. 
George, with expressions of great esteem, while 
Almidor stood at his right hand, glancing un- 
utterable hatred from his large eyes, the King 
informed him that to do him honour he would 
send him as an ambassador to the court of the 
magnificent Sovereign of Egypt, a country in 
which he was sure to meet with adventures 
worthy of his arms. 

The true-hearted Knight fell into the trap, 
and, dazzled with the thought of fresh adventures, 
agreed to set forth. Summoning De Fistycuff, 
he buckled on his armour, and set out towards 
the rising of the sun. Many adventures he 
met with ; many monsters he slew. On ap- 
proaching the famed river Nile, De Fistycuff, 
weary with the heat, sat himself down on what 
he took to be the trunk of a large tree, fastening 
the bridle of his steed to, as he believed, one of 
;.he branches, while his master was scouring 
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over the plain after a troop of tawny lions, which 
had been committing great depredations in the 
neighbouring lands. Sleep overtook the Squire. 
He slept he knew not how long, when he was 
awoke by the loud snorts and cries of his steed, 
and by finding himself borne along in a most 
uneasy manner. What was his horror, on 
opening his t:ytSy to discover a huge head, with 
terrific jaws, projecting from the seeming log 
before him, snapping at everything as it moved 
swiftly towards the broad stream of the Nile, 
while his horse, frantic with terror, was tugging 
at the bridle behind, in vain attempting to get 
loose, or stop the progress of the monster, which 
was one of the largest of the crocodiles of that 
famed stream, and held in especial reverence by 
the heathen priests of that district ! The Squire 
dared not jump off, for fear of being trampled 
on by the hind feet of the brute, nor could 
he, for reasons into which most stout squires 
will enter, leap on to his horse's back and 
cut the bridle ; so he sat still, waving and 
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shouting to St. George to come to his assis- 
tance. At last, St. George, having killed 
a dozen of the lions, beheld the peril of his 
faithful follower, and spurred onward to his aid. 
Charging with a new spear, which had been 
presented to him by the matrons of Bagabornabou, 
as a mark of their admiration of his prowess in 
having slain the dragon, he bore down upon the 
crocodile. He charged directly at its mouth, 
and inflicted a deep wound in its throat. The 
monster snapped its jaws, hoping to bite off 
the spear-head ; but the Knight was too quick 
for him, and again had his spear ready for another 
thrust. Again he charged, putting out the 
brute's right eye ; and the third time he charged 
the left was driven in. All the time the croco- 
dile was wriggling his tail, greatly to the terror 
of the horse and the discomfort of De FistycufT, 
who found himself every moment borne nearer 
and nearer to the Nile. "One charge more, 
and you shall be safe!" cried the Knight; and, 
true to his word, his spear entered the monster's 
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heart, and it rolled over, very nearly, however, 
crushing the faithful Squire by its weight. 
Scarcely had De FistycufT been liberated by 
his kind master*s aid, and set on his steed, than 
there sallied forth from a heathen temple hard 
by a procession of priests, some walking under 
silk or velvet canopies of crimson or yellow, or 
blue and gold ; others swinging censers of in- 
cense; and others bearing aloft on platforms 
large images of white bulls and apes, and snakes 
and crocodiles, while gay banners floated in the 
air. When they beheld the huge monster just 
slain they all set up loud lamentations, bitterly 
cursing whoever had destroyed this their god. 

"Now, by my halidom, this is more than 
I can bear!" cried St. George. "On, De 
Fistycuff, on ! Down with the infidels ! " 

With this shout he and his Squire rode in 
among them, overthrowing their canopies and 
images, tearing down their banners, and putting 
the priests and their followers to flight. 

King Ptolemy, having heard of this deed, 
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sent forth a hundred of his best warriors, to 
bring before him in chains the audacious 
strangers ; but St. George treated them much 
the same as he did the knights of Bagabornabou, 
and not one returned alive to tell of their defeat. 
Then he rode on to the city of Memphis, to 
deliver his letter. Weary and faint from his 
fatigues, instead of meeting with the reception 
he had a right to expect, he and his Squire 
found themselves surrounded by the whole popu- 
lace of the city, set on by the King and his 
ministers. The gates were shut. Brickbats 
and tiles came showering down on their heads. 
In vain they charged right and left. Aided by 
a thousand warriors clad in chain armour, the in- 
furiated populace, threatening vengeance on the 
despisers of their religion, hemmed them in. 
De Fistycuff was torn from his horse. St. 
George, after performing feats of unheard-of 
valour, was ignominiously dragged from his, 
and borne, faint and bleeding, into the presence 
of the King. 
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" Is this the way you treat strangers ? " ex- 
claimed he, indignantly. " I came to your country 
as an ambassador. Here are my credentials;" 
and, drawing the letter from the lining of his 
helmet, he presented it in due form. 

"Ah! ah! what you are your deeds and this 
letter show," cried King Ptolemy, stamping with 
rage. "You despise our ancient religion, and 
would make converts of our people. Bear him 
and his attendant off to prison." 

The King pondered all night how he should 
destroy the strangers, and he resolved to make 
them join in combat with a hundred of the 
fiercest lions ever collected, to make sport for 
his subjects. The day arrived when the dreadful 
combat was to take place, and thousands of 
people assembled in the vast amphitheatre built 
for the purpose, to which even the huge pyramids 
seemed as pismires' nests. 

St. George claimed the right of having his 
sword and steed ; and the King, little dreaming 
of the courage and sagacity of Bayard, and the 
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virtues which existed in Ascalon, and believing 
that, although a few lions might be killed thereby, 
greater sport would be afforded to his people, as 
he had no doubt the rest would easily tear him 
from his horse and crush him in his armour, 
granted his request. 

With a flourish of trumpets the Knight and 
his Squire entered the arena. De Fistycuff kept 
carefully behind his master. With terrific roars 
the hundred lions rushed in at once, amidst the 
loud plaudits of the spectators. On they bounded 
towards the Knight. Ascalon was in his hand. 
One after the other their heads fell, severed 
from their tawny bodies by the trusty steel. 
The Squire's chief labour was to keep them off 
Bayard's tail, lest, when he flung his heels out 
behind, the Champion's aim might be less certain. 
The plaudits of the spectators were changed to 
groans of rage when they saw the carcasses of 
their favourite lions, who had already swallowed 
so many thousand slaves, strewing the wide 
arena. They shouted loudly to have an end 
put to the pleasant paistime. 



OF CHRISTENDOM. 75 

"Fair play!" cried De Fistycuff, in return 
brandishing his sword. ''In the name of my 
noble master, I demand fair play I" 

And St. George went on riding round and 
round, and slashing away with Ascalon, till he 
had slain every one of the hundred lions. 

The treacherous King, fearing what might 
occur should so brave a champion wander freely 
through his dominions, had, in the meantime, 
summoned five thousand chosen warriors, and 
charged them to bring the Knight, dead or alive, 
bound before him. Scarcely was the last Hon 
killed than they rushed into the arena, and be- 
fore he and his Squire had time to offer any 
effectual resistance, they had borne him to the 
ground. Then, throwing chains of steel around 
him, they carried him, helpless as an infant, be- 
fore the King. Thence, without form of trial, 
he was cast into a dungeon, so massive that no 
strength could break through it. There, guarded 
night and day by lynx-eyed warders, he lan- 
guished for many long years, his only companion 
being the faithful De Fistycuff; their civvd 
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subject of conversation being the deeds that 
they had done, and the wonders they had seen, 
and the deeds they would do, and the wonders 
they hoped to see. 

There we must leave them, to tell what be- 
came of the Princess Sabra. In vain she waited 
and pined for the return of her gallant and true 
knight, St. George. He came not, because, as 
has been seen, he could not, while the black King 
of Morocco, with every art he could devise, prose- 
cuted his hateful suit. Whether or not he might 
have succeeded is doubtful, when one night, as 
the Princess slept on her couch she dreamed that 
St. George appeared, not, as she had seen him, 
in shining armour, with his burgonet of glittering 
steel and crimson plume of spangled feathers, but 
in overworn and simple attire, with pale coun- 
tenance and emaciated form ; and thus he spoke : 



" Sabra, I am betra/d for love of thee, 
And lodged in cave as dark as night, 
From whence in vain I seek — ah ! woe is me ! — 
To fly and revel in thy beauteous sight. 
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Remain thou true and constant for my sake, 
That of my absence none may vantage take. 

" Let tyrants know, if ever I obtain 

The freedom lost by treason's wicked guile, 
False Afric's scourge I ever will remain, 

And turn to streaming blood Morocco's soil ; 
That hateful Prince of Barbary shall rue 
The just reward which is his treason's due.** 

These words so encouraged the Princess that 
when she awoke she went to her sire, and entreated 
him, with scalding tears, to dismiss Almidor from 
his court, and to allow her to enjoy that single 
blessedness for which she professed to have for 
the present so ardent an admiration. The King 
at length, softened by her grief, consented to her 
request, and, with many courteous expressions, 
informed the black Monarch that his daughter had 
finally resolved to decline his proposals. This 
announcement created the greatest fury in the 
breast of Almidor. 

Calling around him all the knights and the 
numerous other attendants who had followed him 
to the court of Bagabornabou, he told them that, 
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as he had been insulted and deceived, he was 
determined to be revenged. 

With loud cries and burning brands the 
treacherous Moors that night attacked the palace 
where they had been long hospitably entertained, 
and, amid the confusion, Almidor, seizing the 
Princess, bore her off on his coal-black charger. 
In vain her father with his warriors pursued. The 
fierce Almidor galloped with his captive across 
the burning sands, which none but Moorish steed 
could traverse at the speed he went. Hatred, not 
love, animated his bosom, and thus, instead of 
wedding her as he had purposed, he cast her into 
a dark dungeon, where, her beauteous charms 
concealed from the light of day, she for many 
a long and anxious year bewailed her pitiable and 
cruel fate. Happily, ere she left her father's home 
a kind fairy, knowing full well what was to be her 
fate, had presented her with a golden chain of 
most rare workmanship. Seven days had it been 
steeped in tigers' blood, and seven nights in 
dragons' mill<^ by which it had attained such 
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excellent virtue, that, as the fairy told her, if she 
wore it wrapped seven times round her alabaster 
neck, it would preserve her from all violence, and 
enable her to retain that enchanting beauty which 
had won the noble Champion's heart, and brought 
so many suitors to her feet. Thus armed, she 
feared not even the fierce Almidor's cruelty. 



,"i 



CHAPTER V. 




On parting from his comrades, the gallant 
Champion of France, the famed St. Denis, 
attended by his Squire, Le Crapeau, wandered 
through many lands, slaying many hideous 
monsters, terrible wild beasts, and frightful giants, 
combating in many tournaments, and paying his 
devoirs to many fair princesses, as well as other 
maidens of high and low degree, in which latter 
employment he was closely imitated by his 
admiring Squire, who jocosely spoke of his master 
as " that gay young Knight who laughs and rides 
away." At length he reached a magnificent castle 
in Asia, surrounded by a forest of trees of every 
conceivable hue, and bearing fruits tempting to the 
eye and luscious to the taste. 
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" If the outside is so attractive, what must the 
inside be ! " quoth he to Le Crapeau. " Marbleu ! 
but we'll knock and see." 

Thereupon the Squire blew the horn which 
hung at the iron gate; but instead of its being 
opened by a burly porter, or by a steel-clad 
warrior, a troop of fair damsels appeared, who, 
with sweet smiles, invited the Knight to enter, and 
told him that they would conduct him to their 
mistress. Joyfully he followed them, when, in a 
superb hall, he beheld, seated on an ivory throne 
glittering with diamonds of the purest water, a 
lady of beauty more radiant than possessed by 
any of the many he counted among his ac- 
quaintance. With agile steps, and many a bow 
and flourish of his helmet, followed nimbly by 
Le Crapeau, he approached the lady, and knelt 
at her feet. 

"Rise, rise, brave Knight! I have heard of 
your fame, and the gallant deeds you have 
done, and gladly I welcome you to my humble 
castle," said the lady, with a smile so sweet 
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that it went right through the tender heart of 
St. Denis. He bowed, as did his Squire, and 
assured the lady that she was in no way de- 
ceived by the reports which had reached her 
ears, but that what they had done was as 
nothing compared with what they purposed to 
do, and would do most assuredly. 

A magnificent banquet then suddenly ap- 
peared, spread out in the hall across which they 
had lately passed, and strains of softest music 
broke forth to give notice that the feast was 
ready. The lady, led by the Knight, approached 
the table, and he took his seat by her side, while 
Le Crapeau stood behind his chair, as in duty 
bound, to serve him. 

"We should have guests to meet you," said 
the lady, '* but I live alone, and your arrival was 
somewhat sudden, though not unexpected. I have 
sent forth to summon some to appear at a ball 
by-and-byi as I fancy it is an entertainment in 
which your countrymen delight." 

"Oui, madame," cried Le Crapeau, making a 
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pirouette expressive of his delight ; " you will 
see what my master and I can do when the 
time comes." 

Thus, with agreeable and lively conversation, 
ample justice was done to the feast, which was 
composed of the lightest and most delicate viands, 
such as the Knight vowed he had not tasted 
since he had left his native land. 

While the Knight lay back in his chair, to 
luxuriate on the thought of the pleasure his 
palate had enjoyed, the banqueting-table dis- 
appeared, and when he looked up, troops of 
gallant knights, in silk attire, and fair dames, 
clad in the most dazzling. garments, were enter- 
ing the hall. Up sprang the Knight, and offering 
his hand to the lady, he led her forth to the 
centre of the hall, where, to the admiration of 
all beholders, and very much to his own satis- 
faction, he performed a minuet never surpassed 
in all Asia. Le Grapeau, meantime, seeing 
another damsel of radiant beauty, inferior only 
to that of the lady of the castle, led her forth, 
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and bounded away, round and round the hall, to 
strains of the most inspiriting and lively music. 
His only perplexity was discovering that his fair 
partner did not speak ; indeed, although all the 
knights and ladies danced in the most lively 
way, closely imitating the two Frenchmen, not 
a sound escaped their lips. A variety of dances 
succeeded, in all of which the Knight and his 
Squire excelled all competitors ; nor did the 
festivities cease till, the rosy dawn appearing in the 
eastern sky, the guests disappeared as silently as 
they had entered from the hall, and the lady 
and the Knight and his Squire remained its sole 
occupants. Le Crapeau*s partner was the last to 
quit it, and as he rushed after her to utter a tender 
adieu, instead of the lady, his nose came with 
such force in contact with a pillar, that he was 
sent sprawling backwards into the hall. 

"Never mind," said the lady, as he picked 
himself up, "you will see her to-morrow, and 
then remember the lesson you have just received, 
and don't talk nonsense to her." 
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A dozen very ugly little black dwarfs, bearing 
torches in their hands, now made their appear- 
ance, and conducted the Knight to a magnificent 
couch prepared for him, while another stood in 
an adjoining room, ready for Le Crapeau, after 
he had performed the duty of disrobing his 
master. The dwarfs meantime placed themselves 
at the door, and intimated that they would re- 
main there to watch over the strangers while 
they slumbered. 

After a matutinal meal of delicacies, of which 
even the Knight had never heard, the lady con- 
ducted him through the castle, and exhibited to 
him statues, and pictures, and gems most rare 
and beautiful, and then she led him through 
gardens full of flowers, shrubs, and trees, of 
forms and hues and scents most strange and 
lovely and sweet. Thus occupied, the banquet- 
ing time arrived, followed by a ball as on the 
previous evening. 

Unhappily, Le Crapeau, forgetting the warning 
he had received, followed his partner as before, 
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when a hand, coming suddenly out the wall, gave 
him so severe a cuff upon the cheek that for many 
minutes he lay unable to move, when at length, 
much crest-fallen, he slowly crept back to his post 
behind his master. 

Thus the days passed away. Sometimes the 
lady led the Knight forth, mounted on cream- 
coloured steeds; at others, in a chariot drawn 
by twenty beautiful peacocks; at others, they 
glided over the surface of a lake in a barge, 
towed by thirty milk-white swans, and visited 
scenes of the most enchanting beauty. 

At length, however, the Knight began to 
weary of the monotony of his existence, and to 
sigh for fresh adventures and more excitement. 
The Squire, too, wished for change, and was not 
altogether pleased with the buffet he regularly got 
every evening at the termination of the ball. 

"A parting scene is always painful," exclaimed 
the Knight, 

"It is," answered the Squire. "I understand 
your wishes. I will have the steeds ready, and at 
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early dawn we will ride forth, and leave a sweet- 
scented billet to thank the lady for her courtesy, 
and to inform her of our departure." 

Less difficulty occurred in the execution of the 
design than might have been expected, and re- 
joicing in their liberty, the Knight and his Squire 
rode gaily forth towards the confines of Armenia. 

"But we have got well out of that," quoth 
the Squire to his master. "By my faith, I like 
more animation, less formality, and greater 
variety than we enjoyed down there." 

" You speak the truth, my Le Crapeau ; yet 
she was a sweet creature, that lady of the castle." 

Now, the lady of the castle was no other 
than a powerful fairy, very kind and very woman- 
like, who had conceived an affection for the 
French Champion, when she chanced to see 
him as he journeyed through her realm. Even 
good fairies will inflict a punishment. 

By means for which they could not account, 
the Knight and his Squire lost their way. 
Round and round they wandered among hills 
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and forests, till hunger almost drove them to 
despair, when they were compelled to sustain 
nature on the berries and wild fruits which they 
could pluck from the trees and shrubs, and on 
the roots which they dug up with the points of 
their swords. After living many months on this 
hard fare, a mulberry-tree, loaded with luscious 
fruit, appeared before them. 

** Ah ! " exclaimed St. Denis, " on this at least 
we may banquet with some pleasure ; " and filling 
his casque with the fruit, his example being 
imitated by Le Crapeau, they sat themselves down, 
with their head-pieces between their legs, to in- 
dulge, to their heart's content, in the unexpected 
treat. 

The Knight, who eat more leisurely than his 
Squire, had scarcely finished his portion when he 
heard a loud bray close to him, and looking round, 
instead of his Squire, to his amazement he beheld 
a starved-looking donkey standing near him, and 
poking his nose into Le Crapeau's now empty 
casque. 
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While yet wondering and mechanically finish- 
ing his mulberries, he felt a very uncomfortable 
sensation coming over his own head and legs. 
He rose from the ground and shook himself, but 
instead of the accustomed rattle of his steel armour, 
no sound was produced. He wished to scratch his 
nose, but his arms appeared kept down before him. 
He tried to call Le Crapeau, but instead of his 
manly voice, which had so often shouted loudly in 
the battle, a timid cry alone proceeded from his 
throat He looked at the donkey, and the donkey 
looked at him, and shook its head with an ex- 
pression truly mournful. Something strange must 
have occurred he feared. 

Wherever he went the donkey followed. He 
wandered away from the mulberry-tree till he 
reached a lake of crystal water ; he approached it, 
when, on its mirror-like surface, instead of a steel- 
clad warrior, he beheld a deer with long antlers 
and shaggy hide, he started back with dismay. 
When hunger pressed him he found himself crop- 
ping the grass or thrusting his nose into the 
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purling brook, with his attendant donkey ever 
by his side. Pitiable as was St. George's condition, 
that of St. Denis was infinitely worse. 

Thus for many years he continued unable to 
recover his natural form. Often he returned to 
the mulberry-tree, the cause, as he believed, of 
his misfortune. It did not occur to him that the 
fairy, whose hospitality he had enjoyed, had any- 
thing to do with it. Once, as he came to the tree, 
so enraged was he that he ran his horns against 
it and nearly broke them. His attendant donkey 
did the same, and not having the same protection 
to his skull, he received a blow so severe that he 
was sent reeling backwards till he sunk exhausted 
on the ground. St. Denis was a second time 
going to butt, when he heard a hollow voice 
breathe forth from the trunk the following words : 

** Cease to lament, thou famous man of France ; 
With gentle ears, oh, listen to my moan ! 
Once on a time it was my fatal chance 
To be the proudest maid that e'er was known. 
By birth I am the daughter of a king. 
Though now a breathless tree and senseless thing, 
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" My pride was such that Heaven confounded me — 
A goddess in my own conceit I was : 
What nature lent too base I thought to be^ 
But deem*d myself all others to surpass. 
And therefore nectar and ambrosia sweet, 
The food of demigods, for me I counted meet 

" My pride despised the finest bread of wheat, 
And richer food I daily sought to find ; 
Refined gold was boiPd up with my meat, 
Such self-conceit my senses all did blind. 
For which the cruel fates transformed me 
From human substance to this senseless tree. 

" Seven years in shape of stag thou must remain. 
And then a purple rose, by magic's firm decree, 
Shall bring thee to thy former shape again. 
And end at last thy woful misery : 
When this is done, be sure you cut in twain 
This fatal tree, wherein I do remain." 

The Knight almost fainted when he heard these 
strange words, and understood the length of time 
he was to remain in his transformed condition. 
His attendant donkey had also heard the words, 
and treasured them up in his memory. Every day^ 
while his master slept, he ranged the country 
round, searching for the purple rose, but every 
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evening returned as wise as he set out. Thus the 
seven years passed mournfully away. 

One day, unmindful how the time had sped, as 
he trotted on, every now and then stopping and 
uttering a melancholy bray, his nostrils scented the 
fragrance of some roses; and though his first im- 
pulse was to eat them, on examining them more 
closely, he observed that they were of lustrous 
beauty and of a purple hue. Plucking a number of 
them, he trotted back to St. Denis. He would have 
brayed with delight, but, had he done so, he would 
have dropped the roses, so he restrained himself till 
he had laid them before his master's nose. In- 
stantly the Knight began to devour them, as did the 
faithful donkey, when, a stupor coming over them, 
they couched down on the greensward. 

Presently extraordinary sensations came over 
them both, and the horns and hoofs began to 
loosen, and the skin to roll up in folds, and a 
refreshing shower falling, both Knight and Squire, 
on opening their eyes, discovered, to their infinite 
satisfaction, that they were no longer brute beasts. 
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but that they had recovered their former cbmely 
shapes, and that their hairy hides lay vacant on the 
ground. Near them were their arms, now sadly in 
want of polishing, while their trusty steeds, long 
roaming the rich pastures around, no sooner beheld 
than recognising them, trotted up to bear them 
once more to the field of battle or of fame. 

Their first care was to burnish up their armour 
and their weapons. For many a weary hour they 
rubbed. 

" We might have saved ourselves all this 
trouble, and spent the last seven years more 
pleasantly and profitably, had we not idled away 
our time in the magnificent castle of that beautiful 
lady down there," observed St. Denis, as he 
scrubbed away. 

"Certes, master dear, it's a failing I for one 
have when I get into the society of the fair sex, I 
feel little inclination to leave them ; but we have 
had a pretty sharp lesson, and I hope to mend for 
the future." 

The task was performed at last. Then the 
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Champion, recollecting what the mulberry-tree had 
said, drew his sword, and with one blow cut the 
stout trunk quite asunder. 

Instantly there issued forth a bright flame, from 
the midst of which appeared a lovely damsel, 
clothed in a robe of yellow silk, made from the 
cocoons of the innumerable silk- worms which fed 
on the tree. 

"Oh, most sweet and singular ornament of 
nature ! " exclaimed the Knight, bowing low before 
her, as did his Squire ; " fairer than the feathers of 
the graceful swan, and far more beautiful than 
Aurora's morning countenance — to thee, the fairest 
of all fair ones, most humbly and only to thy 
beauty do I here submit my affections. Tell me, 
therefore, to whom my heart must pay its true 
devotions — thy birth, parentage, and name." 

The maiden, to whom it was long since such 
words had been addressed, was highly delighted 
with them, and informed the Knight that her name 
was Eglantine, that she was the daughter of the 
King of the neighbouring country, Armenia, and 
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assured him that he would be welcomed at her 
father's court. 

It is not recounted how many ferocious giants 
and furious lions he and Le Crapeau slew on the 
road while escorting the Princess, though they 
were very numerous. They put to flight also a 
whole army of Pagans, who came to carry off their 
precious charge. Le Crapeau himself, however, took 
care not to omit the details, nor did St. Denis pass 
them by in silence. The King of Armenia, who 
had long mourned his daughter as lost to him for 
ever, was so grateful to the French Knight that 
he at once promised her to him in marriage, and 
entertained him with the most sumptuous ban- 
quets and balls, and other pleasant divertisements 
which his court could produce. 



CHAPTER VI. 



St. James, the Champion of Spain, on parting 
from his comrades at the brazen pillar, took ship, 
and was wrecked on the coast. of Sicily. 

Travelling through the island, followed by his 
Squire, Pedrillo, he reached the foot of Etna, then 
terrifically spouting forth vast masses of flame 
and boiling metal, and ashes, and smoke. Unap- 
palled by the sight, he climbed the mountain's 
height, where, perched on a pinnacle of rock, ap- 
peared a mighty bird, with fiery pinions — a winged 
phoenix. No sooner did the monster see him than, 
darting down, it attacked him with its red-hot 
beak, for having dared thus to enter its 
dominions. 

St. James drew his trusty falchion, and. 
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whirling it round his head, kept the fearful beak 
from approaching his helmet, for well he knew that 
one thrust from its deadly point would pierce 
through steel and skull as easily as a lady's bodkin 
through her kerchief. 

The fearful combat lasted for many hours, till 
the monster, hopeless of triumph, flew back to its 
nest within the crater's fiery bosom. 

The following day the fight was renewed, while 
the faithful Pedrillo stood at a distance, counting 
his rosaries, and called loudly on all the saints to 
aid his master. At length the Knight and the 
monster, seeing that no profit or glory was to be 
acquired, retired, by mutual consent, from the 
combat. 

St James then passed into Africa, where, 
passing through a region infested by monsters, he 
slew so many that the inhabitants wished to adopt 
him as their sovereign. 

Crossing the Red Sea, he was once more ship- 
wrecked, when, had not a troop of mermaids 
carried him and his Squire, with their horses and 
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furniture, to the shore, they would all have been 
drowned. 

At length he reached the beautiful city of 
Ispahan, the capital of Persia. As he stood gazing 
on her fortified walls built of pure silver ; on her 
towers of jasper and ebony ; on her glittering 
spires of gold and precious stones ; on her houses 
of marble and alabaster, the streets between which 
were paved with tin ; — ^he heard the cheerful echoes 
of a thousand brazen trumpets, and saw issuing 
from the brazen gates a hundred armed knights, 
bearing blood-red streamers in their hands, and 
riding on as many coal-black coursers ; then came 
the Shah, guarded by a hundred tawny Moors, 
with bows, and darts feathered with ravens' wings ; 
and after them rode Celestine, the Shah's fair 
daughter, mounted on an unicorn, and guarded by 
a hundred amazonian dames, clad in green silk. 
In her hand was a javelin of silver, while her fair 
bosom was shielded by a breastplate of gold, arti- 
ficially wrought with the scales of a crocodile. A 
vast concourse of gentlemen and squires followed, 
some on horseback and some on foot 
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Thus Nebazaradan, the Shah of Persia, rode 
forth with his daughter to the chase. 

The country had been terribly overrun with 
wild beasts, and the Knight heard it proclaimed 
that the Shah would give a corselet of finest steel, 
inlaid with gold, to whomsoever killed the first 
wild beast that day. 

"Come," cried St. James, "let us after the 
savage beasts, and win the corselet !" 

Away scoured the Knight and his Squire over 
the plain till they reached a forest, in the confines 
of which they beheld a monstrous wild boar, de- 
vouring the remains of some passengers he had 
slain. The eyes of the brute sparkled like a fur- 
nace ; his tusks were sharper than spikes of steel ; 
and the breath, as it issued from his nostrils, 
seemed like a whirlwind ; his bristles looked like 
so many spear-heads, and his tail was like a wreath 
of serpents. 

St. James blew his silver horn, which hung by 
a green silk scarf to the pommel of his saddle. 
The blast aroused the boar, who made at him 

03 
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furiously. His spear shivered against its bristly 
hide into a hundred fragments, when, leaping from 
his steed, which he directed Pedrillo to hold, he 
drew his falchion of Toledo steel, and valiantly on 
foot assailed the monster. From side to side he 
sprung to avoid its fearful tusks ; but in vain did 
the point of his weapon seek an entrance to its 
case-hardened flesh. At last, unslinging his battle- 
axe, he clove the head of the monster down to the 
mouth, and with a second blow cut it completely 
off; then placing it on the staff of his spear, he 
ordered Pedrillo to bear it behind him. 

Thus, riding on, he met the Shah and his 
daughter. The Shah at first was highly pleased 
with his prowess ; but when he heard that he was 
a Christian Knight, his admiration was turned to 
rage, and he informed him that he must either be- 
come a Pagan worshipper of the sun or quit the 
country. 

The Knight proudly answered that no one 
should make him quit the country unless of his 
own free will. 




OF CHRISTENDOM. loi 

On this the Shah's army surrounded him and 
Pedrillo, and, after a desperate resistance on their 
parts, bore them to the ground. 

" Now, Sir Knight, what will you do ?" sneered 
the Shah. " However, you have killed the greatest 
boar in the country, and, as your reward, you shall 
choose the manner in which you and your Squire 
will be put to death." 

The Champion, who was gallant on all occa- 
sions, replied that he would be shot to death by 
the fair damsels he had seen going forth to the 
chase. But when they were informed of this, 
none were found willing to undertake the cruel 
office. 

This so enraged the Shah, that he ordained 
that they should cast lots to decide who should 
perform the task. The lot fell on Celestine and 
one of her maidens. She was to kill the Knight, 
and her maiden Pedrillo. Instead, however, of 
death's fatal instrument, a steel-tipped arrow, she 
shot a sigh — true messenger of love — as did her 
maiden ; and then she hastened to her father to 
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entreat him, with bitter, scalding tears, to liberate 
the strangers. At last he yielded, on condition 
that they should forthwith quit the country. 

Already had St. James commenced his home- 
ward journey, when, looking back on the towers 
of Ispahan, so inflamed was his heart with the 
love of Celestine, that he resolved to return and 
win her. He and Pedrillo, therefore, staining 
their skins with the juice of some black berries, 
and at the same time habiting themselves in 
the costume of Moors, pretending to be dumb, 
returned to the city. 

Then St. James presented himself as an Indian 
knight, and entering the army of the Shah, won 
such renown by his heroic deeds, that he was 
soon raised to the highest posts of honour. 

Now, there came from the far east two sove- 
reigns, claiming the hand of the fair Celestine ; 
but she, thinking only of St. James, refused to 
entertain their proposals. 

At a great tournament given in their honour, 
they both, clothed in glittering armour, entered 
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the lists ; so did the seeming Moorish knight. 
What was the surprise of the King and all his 
courtiers to behold him overthrow them both ! 
Then he rode up beneath the pavilion of the 
Princess Celestine, and exhibited to her a ring 
which she had long before given him. By this 
she knew that he was her own true Knight. He 
soon found means to tell her of his love, and all 
that had happened, while Pedrillo did not forget 
to put in a word in his own favour with her 
maiden. 

They agreed that very night to fly to Spain. 
Pedrillo, who was cunning in devices, turned their 
horses* shoes backwards, and thus, when they were 
seeking safety in the west, it appeared as if they 
were flying towards the east. Thus evading pur- 
suit, they galloped on, crossed the Red Sea, and 
travelling through Africa, the whole party arrived 
safely in that wondrous town of Seville in Spain, 
where St James was born, and which justly 
holds itself, in consequence, in the very highest 
estimation- 



CHAPTER VII. 



The adventures of the great St. Anthony of Italy, 
after he parted from his friends at the brazen 
pillar, are now to be described. Taking ship, Hke 
Father iEneas of old, he and his attendant Squire 
traversed the Mediterranean Sea, only he sailed 
eastward, while the pious iEneas sailed westward, 
over it. Numberless were the adventures he en- 
countered. 

Now his ship was tossed by storms, now 
pursued by a huge sea monster, with jaws so 
wide that the affrighted mariners believed that it 
was about to swallow up bodily both them and 
their ship ; but St. Anthony, putting on his 
armour, and standing on the poop, brandished his 
spear so manfully in the monster's face that he 
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effectually kept him at bay. His faithful Squire 
shouted also with such good effect, that the 
monster was fain to turn tail, and to leave the 
ship and its honoured freight to proceed un- 
molested. 

At length Asia's ancient shores were reached, 
and travelling on, performing every day unheard-of 
wonders, combating with terrible monsters, and 
destroying wild beasts innumerable, he and Niccolo 
arrived at the far-famed kingdom of Georgia. 
They wandered on till they began to ascend, 
amid narrow defiles and dark gorges, the rugged 
ranges of the mighty Caucasus, high above which 
Elborus towers with gigantic splendour. As they 
climbed upwards, higher and higher, there ap- 
peared before them a marble castle with gates of 
brass, which they guessed, from inquiries they had 
made, belonged to the Giant Blanderon. Over the 
principal gate were these verses : 

Within this castle lives the scourge of kings ; 
A furious giant, whose unconquered powers 
The Georgian monarch in subjection brings, 
And keeps his daughters prisoners in his tower : 
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Seven damsels fair this monstrous giant keeps. 
That sing him music while he nightly sleeps. 

His sword of steel a thousand knights have felt, 

Who for these maidens* sake have lost their lives ; 

Yet, though on many knights he hath death dealt, 

This most inhuman giant still survives. 

Let simple passengers take heed in time. 

When up this mountain-height they thoughtless climb. 

But knights of worth, and men of noble mind. 
If any chance to travel by this tower. 
That for these maidens* sake will be so kind 
To try their strength against the giant's power. 
Shall have a maiden's prayer, both day and night. 
To prosper them with good successful fight 

These lines were placed there by the power 
of the good Fairy of Asia, and were unseen by 
the Giant, or he would not, it is presumed, have 
allowed them to remain. They so encouraged 
the valiant Knight that, resolving to liberate the 
ladies, he struck so mighty a blow on the gate 
of the castle, with the pommel of his sword, that 
it sounded like a clap of the loudest thunder. 

On hearing it, Blanderon, who had been asleep, 
started up, and came forth to the gate with a huge 
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oak-tree in his hand, which he flourished about 
his head as if it had been a light battle-axe, in a 
loud voice comparing the Knight's spear to a bul- 
rush, and threatening to hurl him and his Squire 
down the side of the mountain. 

"Words without deeds are mere empty things," 
retorted the Knight. "Try what you can do." 
And giving his steed to his Squire to hold, he 
drew his trusty falchion, and stood ready to receive 
the onslaught of his huge antagonist, Blanderon, 
however, flourished his oak so furiously that St 
Anthony had to jump here and there with the 
greatest activity to avoid his strokes. 

Now the very earth seemed to shake ; now 
the castle walls resounded with the blows. The 
Knight relaxed not a moment in his efforts, for 
he saw that the Giant was stout ; and as the sun*s 
heat was very great, he panted more and more 
till the moisture from his brows ran down into 
his eyes, and almost blinded him. Observing this, 
the Knight plied him with his battle-axe more 
vigorously than before, till he was compelled to 
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seek for safety within his castle walls; but ere 
he reached them he let fall from his grasp his 
huge oak-tree ; on which St. Anthony, redoubling 
his efforts, smote him so fiercely, that he sunk 
down on his kness, unable to fly farther. Still 
undaunted, the Giant drew a dagger twice the 
size of any ordinary two-handed sword. With 
this he struck right and left so rapidly that the 
Knight had hard work indeed to escape its blows, 
and still greater to discover a spot in his huge 
body in which he might plant a deadly one in 
return. 

At length, however, the Giant grew weary, and 
St. Anthony, springing forward, with one stroke 
clove his hideous head almost in twain. Then, 
with another blow he cut it off, and handed it to 
Niccolo, to be carried before him as a trophy of 
his prowess. So violent, however, had been the 
efforts of the Knight that he also sank fainting on 
the ground, when his faithful Squire, believing 
him to be dead, knelt by his side, and, weeping, 
mourned bitterly his loss. 
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Now it happened that the lovely Rosalinde, 
one of the daughters of the King of Georgia, who 
had been taken captive by the Giant, looked 
over the battlements, and, seeing his headless 
trunk, guessed that he had been slain by some 
gallant knight, and that the end of her servitude 
had arrived. 

Descending to the gate, she beheld the seeming 
lifeless body of the Champion, and, kneeling oppo- 
site to Niccolo, joined her salt tears with his in 
mourning the fate of so brave a Knight. Then, 
remembering that there were some precious balms 
within the castle, she went and fetched them ; and 
having applied them to the limbs of the Champion, 
their effect was so great that he instantly revived, 
and, sitting up, gazed at her with admiration, and 
inquired who she was. They intreated him to wait 
till he had been fed and rested within the castle. 

While the faithful Niccolo watched by his 
master's couch as he slept, the lady Rosalinde was 
preparing delicates for his repast. 

He at length awoke, restored to health and 
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strength ; and then, by the lady's advice, he 
ordered Niccolo to drag the Giant's carcass down 
upon a craggy rock, to be devoured by hungry 
ravens; which being done, the Georgian maiden 
exhibited to him the wonders of the castle. First 
she conducted him to a brazen tower where were 
a hundred corselets and other martial furniture of 
the knights slain by the Giant. Then she con- 
ducted him to the stables, where were a hundred 
steeds, thin and jaded, which they had once 
bestrode. There was also the Giant's bed of iron, 
with a covering of carved brass, and with curtains 
of leaves of gold. After this she pointed out to 
him a pond of crystal water, on which swam six 
milk-white swans with crowns of gold upon their 
heads. 

" Know, brave Champion, that these six swans 
are my sisters," she observed. " We all seven are 
the daughters of the King of Georgia. As we 
were out hunting one day the Giant from the 
battlements of his castle espied us, and, rushing 
down, bore us off under his arms before anyone 
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could come to our rescue. My sisters, by the 
power of a kind fairy who had attended at their 
birth, were transformed into swans, that they might 
escape the tyranny of the Giant, though she was 
unable to release them altogether. I, the eldest, 
retained my natural form; for, from my skill in 
•music, I could always quell his anger and tame him 
into subjection. Though I might perchance have 
escaped, I remained, in hope some day of liberating 
my sisters. Now, if the good Fairy can be found, 
we may tell her of the Giant's death, and bring her 
hither to restore them to their natural shapes." 

" Most lovely lady, we will fly at once to your 
father's capital, and send the Fairy hither to per- 
form her grateful task," exclaimed the Knight, 
placing the hand of the Princess in his own. So, 
taking the keys of the castle, which were of 
wondrous weight, they locked up the gates, and 
mounting their steeds, followed by Niccolo with 
the Giant's gory head, they proceeded to the 
Georgian court. 

On reaching the gate of the city they heard a 
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peal of bells solemnly tolling forth a funeral knell. 
On inquiring the cause of this, the aged porter 
replied : 

" The bells toll for the King's seven daughters. 
There are seven bells, each one called after the 
name of a princess, which never have ceased this 
doleful melody since the loss of the unhappy 
ladies, nor ever will till they return." 

" Then their tasks are finished," answered the 
noble-minded Rosalinde. " We bring you tidings 
of the Princesses." 

Whereat the aged porter, ravished with joy, 
ran to the steeple and stopped the bells. Hearing 
the bells cease their wonted mournful melody, up 
started the King of Georgia, and hastened to the 
gate to inquire the cause. There, to his joy, he 
beheld his long-lost daughter in company with a 
strange knight and attendant squire. Hearing the 
wonderful tale, he commanded all his courtiers to 
put on the lugubrious weeds of mourning, and to 
accompany him to the castle of the Giant, that 
there perchance he might discover some means of 
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releasing his six other daughters, while the noble- 
minded Rosalinde and St. Anthony were left to 
take care of the city till his return. 

When the King of Georgia, after long delay, 
did not return, the Italian Knight declared, in 
impassioned words, that he must proceed in search 
of those adventures for the sake of which he had 
left his native land. To this the noble-minded 
Rosalinde replied : 

*' Oh ! most princely-minded Champion of 
Italy! It is not Georgia can harbour me when 
thou art absent. The sky shall be no sky, the sea 
no sea, the earth no earth, if thou do prove incon* 
stant ; but if you will not take me with you, these 
tender hands of mine shall hang upon your horse's 
bridle, till my body> like Theseus*s son, be dashed 
against the hard flint stones ; yet, hard as they are, 
not harder than I shall deem your heart.'* 

One only reply to this appeal could the 
princely-minded Champion make. It was to tell 
her that he would bear her away forthwith as his 
own true bride. And they thus both being agreed, 

H 
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habited as a page in green sarcenet, her buskins of 
the smoothest kid-skin, and her rapier of Lydian 
steel, secured over her shoulder by an orange- 
coloured scarf, and mounted on a gentle palfrey, 
she quitted the land of Greorgia ; one of her 
maidens, habited also in page's guise, attending, 
whom Niccolo took under his special care. Thus 
they travelled ; he the bravest, boldest knight that 
ever wandered by the way, and she the loveliest 
lady that ever mortal eye beheld. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



And now the adventures of the far-famed St. 
Andrew of Scotland claim our attention, after he 
quitted the brazen pillar, followed by his faithful 
Squire, Murdoch M'Alpine of that ilk. On he 
travelled eastward, in the face of the rays of the 
glittering sun, which sparkled on his shield and 
casque with dazzling brightness, and so astonished 
all beholders that they fled dismayed befofe him, till 
he crossed the wild territories of Russia, and entered 
the wilder deserts of Siberia. Then, turning north, 
he found himself in a region where, for many weary 
months, the sun never rose, and he and the faithful 
Murdoch had to discover their way by poking 
before them with their spears, every moment ex- 
pecting to meet with some huge monster with 
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whom they might be called to combat. Nor did 
they expect in vain, for suddenly a loud growl 
assailed their ears, and the moon, just then rising, 
exhibited to them a whole army of bears, prepared 
to dispute their onward progress. 

" iDraw your broadsword, mon, and follow me," 
cried St. Andrew, shaking his spear. 

The Squire, tucking up his plaid carefully, that 
it might not be torn or soiled, with loud shouts 
obeyed, and soon both were dashing and slashing 
away among the infuriated brutes. The heads of 
numbers rolled upon the snow, which for miles 
round was ensanguined with their blood. 

" Few creatures are more difficult to get rid of 
than bears," observed the Knight, charging again* 
" On, Murdoch, on ! well do it if it is to be done, 
for what men dare they can do I " 

Thus shouting and slaying, the Knight and his 
Squire fought on for many hours, till the survivors 
of the bears, discovering that they were likely to 
get the worst of it in the end, took to flight, and 
stopped not till they reached the North Pole, where 
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they stopped only because they could go no farther, 
and where St. Andrew agreed that it was not worth 
while following them. 

His next encounter was with a nation of people 
with heads like foxes, from whose cunning arts 
and guiles he had the greatest difficulty in es- 
caping. Although conquered by the power of 
his arms, they still appeared with fresh tricks to 
entrap him. When, at length, he had fought his 
way out from among them, he found himself in a 
dismal vale, the air still dark as Erebus, where he 
heard the blowing of unseen furnaces, the boiling 
of cauldrons, the rattling of armour, the trampling 
of horses, the jingling of chains, the roaring of 
wild beasts, the hissing of serpents, and the cries of 
unearthly spirits, and such like dreadful sounds, 
which would have made any other hearts than 
those of St. Andrew of Scotland, and of his 
faithful squire, Murdoch M'Alpine of that ilk, 
quake and tremble with fear ; but passing calmly 
aihid them, and undergoing hardships incredible, 
under which knights and squires, bom in more 
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southern climes, would have sunk exhausted, they 
arrived in the kingdom of Georgia, nor rested till 
they reached the foot of the mountain on which 
stood the castle within whose iron walls the six 
fair daughters of the King were still held in 
durance, in the shape of swans, with golden crowns 
upon their heads. 

When the valiant Champion of Scotland be- 
held the lofty situation of the castle, and the 
invincible strength it seemed to be of, he suspected 
some strange adventure to befall him; so, buckling 
close his armour, which, on account of the heat 
he had loosened, and drawing his sword, he climbed 
the mountain, when he espied, on a craggy rock, 
the headless body of the Giant, on which the ravens 
and other birds of prey were feeding. Then he ap- 
proached the castle gate, when, what was his aston- 
ishment to see a long procession of mourners come 
forth, with the King of Georgia at their head ; and, 
on inquiry, was told that the old nian mourned for 
his six daughters, whom he could by no means get 
changed back into their natural shapes. 
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St. Andrew, on hearing this strange tale, ex- 
pressed his firm belief, in language somewhat 
strong, that such things could not be. 

Whereon the King and all his courtiers were 
highly indignant, and numberless knights stepped 
forth, and challenged the stranger to mortal com- 
bat. The lists were quickly prepared. Then the 
valiant Champion of Christendom entered the 
arena, when the King, in company with many 
Georgian lords, was present to behold the contest. 
Thrice had St. Andrew traced his war-steed up and 
down the lists, flourishing his lance, at the top 
whereof hung a pendant of gold, on which, in 
silver letters, was traced : " This day a martyr or a 
conqueror 1 " Whereon there entered a knight in 
exceeding bright armour, mounted on a courser as 
white as snow, whose caparison was the colour of 
the elements. 

A fierce encounter followed ; but the Georgian 
was defeated, and retired in disgrace from the 
lists. 

Then entered a knight in green armour, his 
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steed an iron gray. Loud rang their spears 
against their shields, fierce clashed their swords, 
and clanged their battle-axes, till the Georgian 
warrior fairly took to flight. 

The third knight who entered wore a black 
corselet, and his huge war-horse was covered with 
a veil of sable silk. In his hand he bore a baton 
of mighty weight and bound round with iron ; but 
no sooner did the champions meet than their 
lances shivered in pieces from the furious shock, 
and flew high up into the air, when, alighting 
from their steeds, they resumed the combat with 
their keen-edged falchions, the sparks flying from 
their helmets as from a blacksmith's anvil. 

The faithful Murdoch meantime looked on with 
anxious gaze, when he was accosted by a little old 
woman of mean aspect, who had in vain tried to 
obtain information from the other bystanders. 

"Why is it you want to know, mother?" he 
asked, careful not to give a hurried answer, though 
he bowed politely. 

The old woman, who was in reality a good 
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fairy, replied : " Because I have come here to do 
some good ; but while a scene of mortal strife is 
taking place I cannot employ my power." 

Then Murdoch told her all he knew about the 
matter ; whereon she advised him to hurry to his 
master when the present combat should be over, 
and to bid him declare his belief that the account 
was true, and to offer to bring the Princesses forth 
in their proper shapes. 

Meantime the combat between the Scottish 
Champion and the Black Knight continued with 
unabated fury. Any advantage gained by one 
was foiled by the other, till at length St. AndrelV, 
uttering his battle-cry, struck so mighty a blow 
with his battle-axe, that he clave the Georgian's 
burgonet, and his head beneath, from his crown to 
his shoulders, and his body fell lifeless on the 
ground. 

This so enraged the King that he would have 
ordered the Scottish Knight to have been slain, 
when Murdoch rushed forward and gave the Fairy's 
message. 
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The Champion spoke as she had directed, when 
the King, who was of a placable disposition, though 
somewhat hasty, consented to his request. 

"Swear, most noble King, upon my sword, 
that you will not attempt any foul treachery to 
me or my follower, on account of the champion 
I have slain, until I have accomplished the task 
I have now undertaken." 

On this the old King, descending from his 
throne, bent over the gallant St Andrew's sword, 
and swore as he desired. 

The Knight entered the castle, and repaired to 
the garden, when, instead of finding an ugly old 
woman, he beheld a lady of radiant beauty, for 
such was indeed the Fairy. 

" You see yonder six swans," said she ; " as 
they approach strike boldly with your sword six 
strokes, nor fear the consequences." 

The Knight stood by the side of the crystal 
lake, and as he stood, his glittering falchion in his 
hand, the six swans swam gracefully up. Six 
times he struck, and each time the head of one 



OF CHRISTENDOM. 123 

of the swans flew up ; but in its stead appeared, 
wonderful to relate, a beautiful maiden, whom 
the Knight handed with true courtesy oflf her 
liquid pedestal on to dry land. Thus, in a few 
minutes, the Champion was surrounded by six 
of the most lovely damsels the world ever saw, 
habited in green hunting-suits, each almost equal 
to Diana herself, going 'forth armed for the chase. 

" You have done well, noble Champion," said 
the Fairy. "You did not despise me, or my 
words, when I appeared old and ugly, and from 
henceforth you will find me ever ready to aid 
and protect you, as you travel on in search of 
those heroic adventures after which your heart 
pants. I bid you farewell, though remember 
that I will come when you summon me ; " saying 
this the Fairy mounted a golden chariot drawn 
by peacocks, and rapidly gliding through the air, 
disappeared amid the clouds which floated round 
the sides of that lofty mountain. Scarcely had 
she gone, and the six ladies were pouring forth 
their thanks to the noble Knight who had de- 
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livered them from their cruel bondage, when the 
King of Georgia, followed by all his knights and 
courtiers, entered the garden of the castle to 
ascertain what had become of the strange Knight 

Nothing could exceed his astonishment, and 
delight, and gratitude, when St. Andrew presented 
to him his six daughters in their proper forms. 
" You deserve them all," exclaimed the Monarch, 
in the warmth of his emotion. To which the 
Scottish Knight, with true modesty, replied that 
he considered one far more than he deserved, and 
that as yet he felt inclined to remain a bachelor. 

The next day, after a sumptuous banquet 
which the King's cooks prepared in the Giant's 
castle, the whole party marched back to the 
palace of the Georgian Monarch with banners 
streaming, cymbals clashing, and drums and 
trumpets sounding joyful melody. When, how- 
ever, sad to relate, the King inquired for his 
eldest daughter, he found that she had fled away 
with the Champion of Italy. 

This event, so grievous to the heart of the 
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King, made him defer all the triumphant arrange- 
ments which were forming to do honour to the 
Scottish Knight and to his six fair daughters. 

When, also, St. Andrew heard that one of his 
noble comrades was so near at hand, calling Mur- 
doch to his side, he bade him prepare for their 
departure. Wishing to avoid the pain of parting 
with the six Princesses, and lest their honoured 
sire might renew his generous offer, St Andrew, 
without bidding farewell to the King of Georgia, 
or to his chief councillors and ministers of state 
and other great lords of the realm, set off from 
the capital in pursuit of St. Anthony of Italy and 
the fair Rosalinde. 

The next day, when the six Princesses heard of 
the departure of the Knight they so much admired, 
providing themselves with sufficient treasure and 
habiliments suited for travelling, they left by 
stealth their father's palace, mounted on six white 
palfreys, and attended by six maidens on asses, 
intending to find out the victorious and renowned 
Champion of Scotland, 01 to end their lives in 
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single blessedness in some pious retirement in a 
foreign land. 

No sooner did the news of his daughters' flight 
reach the King of Georgia, than attiring himself in 
homely russet, like a pilgrim, with an ebony staff 
in his hand, tipped with silver, he took his de- 
parture, all alone, from his palace, resolved to 
recover his beloved children, or to lay his bones 
to rest in some unknown spot, where, forgotten, 
he might rest at peace. 

When his councillors, ministers of state, and 
other great lords heard of his sudden and secret 
departure, grief intolerable struck their hearts, the 
palace gates were covered with sable cloth, all 
pleasures were at an end, and ladies and courtly 
dames sat sighing in their chambers; where for the 
present we will leave them to speak of other 
themes. 



CHAPTER IX. 



The noble, illustrious, and wonderful deeds of 
St. Patrick, the far-famed and renowned Champion 
of Old Ireland, that gem of the ocean, are now to 
be recounted — not forgetting those of his faithful 
and attached Squire, Terence O'Grady ; though of 
the latter many less partial histories are somewhat 
unaccountably silent 

After they quitted the brazen pillar, they too 
traversed that sea so famed in ancient story. But 
their ship being wrecked as they were approach- 
ing the land, and sinking beneath their feet, they 
mounted on the backs of two huge dolphins, 
which were swimming by at the time, and which 
St. Patrick caught with cunningly-devised hooks ; 
and thus towing their steeds, they reached in 
safety the sandy shores of Africa. There landing, 
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while they sat by the sea-side burnishing their 
arms, which were sh'ghtly rusty from the salt air, 
the sweetest strains of music struck upon their 
ears. The Squire listened, and rising from the 
rock on which he sat, he wandered on to discover 
whence they proceeded. 

What was his astonishment, as he looked into 
a cavern half filled with water, to behold a dozen 
lovely nymphs, almost immersed in the crystal 
sea, combing their golden locks, while from their 
throats came forth those warbling sounds. 

The Squire gazed enravished. " Och, but you 
are beautiful creatures ! " he exclaimed, forgetting 
that his voice might be heard. The maidens 
started, like frightened deer, at the sound ; and 
then, seeing the faithful Terence as he looked 
over the rock, they swam towards him, putting 
out their arms, and endeavouring to grasp his 
hands. A more prudent person would have with- 
drawn, and suspected treachery ; but such an idea 
never occurred to the mind of the warm-hearted 
Irishman. 
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"A pleasant morning to ye, my pretty damsels!" 
quolh he, offering his hand to the first who came 
up, expecting to assist her to land ; for, as they were 
dressed in sea-green garments, and had wreaths 
of red and white coral on their heads, he thought 
that they would have no objection to come out 
of the water. Instead, however, of coming out 
themselves, the first held him tight, and others 
arriving caught hold of him likewise, and began 
to pull and pull away till the faithful Terence dis- 
covered, without a doubt, that it was their purpose 
to pull him in. 

" But I can't swim ladies ! " he exclaimed. 
" I shall spoil my armour and wet my clothes ; 
let me go, if you please, now." He wished to 
speak them fair, though doubts as to what they 
were began to rise up in his mind. "Och, now, 
let me go, I say ! A joke's a joke all the world 
over ; but if you souse me head over ears in that 
pool, and drown me entirely, it will be a very bad 
one to my taste, now." The more, however, he 
shouted and struggled the harder the damsels pulled. 
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Though Terence was a stout fellow, and had 
been in many a hot fight in foreign lands, and not 
a few scrimmages in Old Ireland, he never had 
had such a struggle in his life. At last his cries 
brought St. Patrick to his aid (for who would the 
Champion of Ireland have helped more willingly 
than Terence O'Grady ?), and seizing the other 
arm, he hauled away lustily against the twelve 
sea-nymphs, whom he at once discovered to be 
mermaids, who had set their hearts on carrying off 
his faithful Squire to their coral homes beneath the 
waves. 

Between the mermaids on one side, and his 
master on the other, hauling away with all their 
might, poor Terence was very nearly torn in pieces. 
Still he struggled and strove, entreating his master 
not to let him go. 

Shouts of merry laughter issued from the 
throats of the mermaids ; but though they diverted 
themselves with the terror of the faithful Terence, 
they did riot cease to pull at him the less hard, till 
he began to fear that, if they could not have the 
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whole, they would have a bit of him to a 
certainty. 

St. Patrick himself saw full well that the matter 
was no joke ; but how to rescue his Squire without 
using his sword, and against that all his knightly 
feelings revolted, even he was sorely puzzled to 
discover. 

As it happened, there dwelt not far off, in a 
lofly castle of iron walls and golden battlements, 
a monstrous giant, who had long sought one of 
these mermaids in marriage ; but she, fearing his 
temper, and not wishing to leave her watery home, 
had ever disdainfully refused to listen to his pro- 
posals. He now was wandering along the shore 
in search of her to prosecute his suit. 

As he looked down into the cave and saw the 
mermaids, one of whom was his beloved, pulling 
away on one side at the faithful Terence, while St. 
Patrick pulled on the other, he uttered a loud roar 
of rage and fury. The sound so alarmed the mer- 
maids that they let go their hold, and fled away 
in terror, to hide themselves in their coral homes. 
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while St. Patrick, looking up, beheld the Giant 
frowning down defiance at him. 

The Irish Champion, nothing daunted, drew 
his falchion, "Ah, my trusty weapon, thou hast 
at length found a worthy enemy ! " he exclaimed, 
climbing up the cliff towards the Giant, closely 
followed by the faithful Terence. Black as jet was 
the Giant, but blacker were his looks, yet blackest 
of all were his intentions. Behind him stood a 
huge crocodile, opening wide its immense jaws, 
and threatening to devour anyone who came 
within their compass. Many a stout warrior 
would have avoided the encounter ; but St. Patrick 
boldly advanced, trusting in a good cause, his own 
arm, and his well-tempered sword, feeling assured, 
also, that Terence would give a good account of 
the crocodile. 

Quickly were heard to sound the ringing strokes 
of the Champion's trusty falchion against the black 
shield of the Giant, whose huge battle-axe dealt 
many a fearful blow in return. Fiercely raged the 
combat. Blow after blow was given and taken 
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with right good will, while the Giant bellowed out 
so loudly his threats of vengeance against the 
valiant Knight, that the rocks and distant moun- 
tains resounded with his cries, mingled with the 
clang of desperate strife. - 

Terence stood by to watch the contest, not to 
deprive his loved master of a shred of glory, till he 
saw the crocodile opening his monstrous jaws to 
snap at his legs. Then he saw that the time for 
action had arrived, and, rushing up, began to assail 
the brute with right good will. 

The crocodile snapped and snapped his huge 
jaws with a sound which made the hills ring and 
ring again ; but he failed to get the faithful Terence 
within the power of his grinders ; at the same time, 
in vain the Squire sought a vulnerable point into 
which to thrust his trusty sword. The length of 
the monster's snout prevented him from reaching 
his eyes, and, as to getting a fair thrust at his 
shoulders, that seemed utterly impossible. 

All this time St. Patrick and the Giant, it must 
not be forgotten, were fighting furiously. 
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"Let my tame crocodile alone, or V\\ make 
mincemeat of you when I have killed your 
master I" cried the Giant hoarsely, through his 
clinched teeth. 

" Faith, then, I hope that time will never arrive 
then, my beauty," answered the faithful Terence, 
making a spring, and leaping nimbly on the 
crocodile's back. "It's not exactly the sort of 
steed I'd choose, except for the honour of riding, 
but I'll make him pay the piper, at all events ; " 
whereupon he began slashing away with his trusty 
sword most furiously on the neck and shoulders of 
the crocodile. A delicate maiden might as well 
have tried to pierce the hide of an aged hippo- 
potamus with a bodkin. 

At last, losing patience, he sprang to his feet on 
the back of the monster, and plunged his sword 
into one of his eyes, just as he was about to make 
a snap at St. Patrick's thigh. The crocodile, feeling 
itself wounded, turned aside, when the Squire 
plunged his weapon into the other eye. 

Thus blinded, arid furious with pain, the brute 
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rushed forward, snapping in every direction, and 
running against his master, caught hold of the calf 
of his leg with a gripe so firm that the Giant, 
groaning with pain, turned aside his proud looks to 
see what was the matter. 

The opportunity was not lost on St. Patrick, 
who pressing forward plunged his falchion into the 
neck of his antagonist, who, bellowing louder than 
ten thousand bulls, made a desperate cut with 
his battle-axe at the helm of the Knight, The 
Champion sprang aside, and the blow descended on 
the neck of the tame crocodile, whereby its head 
was severed from its body, Terence narrowly 
escaping from the effects of the blow. 

The death of his favourite brute enraged the 
Giant still further ; but rage invariably blinds 
judgment, and neglecting his proper guards, he 
soon found himself treated as he had treated the 
crocodile, his head, by a stroke of the Knight's 
battle-axe, falling on the sand, while his eyes 
continued to roll most horribly, as if still animated 
with fury and malicious hatred. 
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The faithful Terence having found a huge 
brazen key, and a purse of gold, in the Giant's 
pocket, and transferred the latter to his own, to be 
ready for future emergencies, St. Patrick and he 
left the two carcasses to be devoured by the birds 
of the air, and proceeded to the Giant's castle. 
The huge brazen key opened the castle gate ; when 
entering, they wandered amazed through the 
spacious halls, and courts, and galleries, admiring 
the wonders there collected. In the armoury were 
numerous tall and straight trees of cocoa-nut and 
pine, with iron or steel points, which served the 
Giant as spears ; his sword even St. Patrick could 
scarcely lift, while near was another tree, taller 
than all the rest, with a cable at one end, and a 
hook bigger than a huge ship's anchor, with which 
in his hand the Giant sat on a rock and bobbed 
for whales. 

In the stables, instead of some vast horses, 
which they expected to find, capable of carrying so 
monstrous a being, they beheld rows of alligators 
and hippopotami, which the Giant was wont to 
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harness to his brazen chariots when he went to war, 
or out a-pleasuring ; while, as no saddles or bridles 
were found, it was evident that he possessed no 
steed capable of bearing his ponderous weight. 

St. Patrick and his Squire, making themselves 
at home in the Giant's castle, passed several 
pleasant days, while they recovered from the 
fatigues of their combat and refreshed themselves 
after their voyage. Then, that they might keep 
their own steeds ready for any emergency, they 
harnessed a dozen hippopotami, and as many tame 
crocodiles, to one of the Giant's chariots, and so, 
with great comfort and convenience, proceeded on 
their journey. The canopy of the chariot was of 
azure silk fringed with silver, which sheltered them 
from the warm rays of the sun. 

" Faith, this is pleasanter far than riding along 
over a dusty road ! " quoth the Squire to the 
Knight, with that easy familiarity which the 
superior delighted to encourage in his faithful at- 
tendant. " What would they say in Old Ireland 
if they saw us two now a-travelling along, quite at 
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our ease, over the burning plains of Africa I" 
Whereat St. Patrick made some suitable reply. 
But their pleasant conversation was cut short by 
the sounds of some terrible wails and laments, 
uttered by female voices, and at the same time of 
loud harsh voices and rude laughter, proceeding 
from out of a neighbouring wood, which they be- 
held before them. On this Terence whipped on 
the crocodiles and hippopotami with right good 
will, their own trusty steeds trotting behind till 
they arrived at the borders of the wood ; when, 
securely fastening their chariot to a stout tree, they 
mounted their chargers, and dashed forward, in the 
direction from whence the cries proceeded. 

Louder and louder grew the shrieks and lamen- 
tations, till the Knight and his Squire arrived at a 
spot whence, looking down into a sylvan dell, they 
beheld a sight which made their hearts melt with 
pity, and their blood run cold with horror. There, 
with the salt tears running down their cheeks, and 
their eyes imploring mercy and pity, they saw six 
lovely damsels, clad in green garments, bound to 
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as many trees, while round them danced a hundred 
fierce satyrs, terrible of aspect, and hideous to 
behold. 

Each satyr was armed with a huge club of the 
size of a tree, which he flourished wildly, and on 
his other arm he bore a shield of vast proportions, 
like the moon at the full as she rises over the 
house-tops ; while scabV)ardless two-handed swords 
hung with brazen chains by their sides, and long- 
bows and quivers full of arrows were suspended at 
their backs; '^ their voices as they danced giving 
forth those hideous sounds which had attracted the 
Knight and Squire. 

Near the ladies stood six milk-white palfreys, 
and a little way behind, who had not at first been 
seen, six other damsels, their dress and bearing 
showing them to be the serving maidens of the 
lovely ladies in green. In an instant the heart of 
the Champion of Ireland, and of his faithful Squire, 
were all in a flame, burning to rescue these six 
lovely ladies and their six inestimable serving 
women from the power of those hideous satyrs ; so, 
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drawing their falchions, and uttering the war-cry of 
Old Ireland, they dashed with headlong speed in 
among them, cutting and slashing and hewing 
away before any of those terrific beings had any 
knowledge of their approach. 

■ 

Soon recovering themselves, after a few of their 
number had bitten the dust, the hideous satyrs, 
uniting in one body, and seeing that their enemies 
consisted but of a single knight and his squire, 
flourished their huge clubs, and with loud shouts, 
louder than the roaring of ten thousand bulls, 
advanced towards them. 

Heroically fought St. Patrick, and manfully 
combated his Squire. The blows from the mon- 
strous clubs of the hideous satyrs fell like hail about 
their helmets; but their thirsty swords rapidly 
drank the life-blood of their foes, and now one 
satyr, now another, was overthrown. Still more 
came on. Some stood at a distance, shooting their 
arrows from their long-bows ; others came around, 
with their two-handed swords, and struck and 
slashed so fiercely that it required all the activity 
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and courage of both Knight and Squire, of which 
they fortunately possessed so large a portion, to 
keep their enemies at bay. Still, the sight of the 
lovely ladies tied to the trees, not forgetting the 
six serving maidens, as well as their own honour 
and desire for glory and renown, induced them to 
persevere. 

Full one-third of the hideous satyrs had sunk 
lifeless from their stalwart blows, while many 
others limped off sorely wounded and maimed ; 
yet the remainder, with a perseverance worthy of a 
better cause, fiercely continued the combat. 

At length, St. Patrick telling Terence to escape, 
wheeled his horse round as if to fly, but it was only 
a cunning device, as his faithful Squire well knew ; 
for, instantly returning to the charge with re- 
doubled vigour among the scattered ranks of his 
foes, he dealt such slaughter and destruction 
among them that the survivors were fain to fly 
far away, howling, into the distant woods, which 
resounded with their mournful cries, leaving the 
six ladies and their six serving maidens to the 



142 THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS 

care and protection of the gallant Knight and his 
attendant. 

While St. Patrick cut loose the cords from the 
fair limbs of the six ladies all clothed in green, 
Terence performed the same office for the serving 
maidens. 

After they had been refreshed by some pure 
draughts .from the neighbouring crystal brook, and 
partaken of such fare as the Champion could offer 
them, he led them forth from the wood, and with 
courteous attentions, and many polite expressions, 
placed them in his chariot drawn by the crocodiles 
and hippopotami. Then, and not till then, did he 
inquire their names and state and nation. 

The eldest replied : " Know, most puissant 
and valiant Knight, that we are the unfortunate 
daughters of the King of Georgia. Our lives since 
our births have been unhappy. First, we were 
carried off by a monstrous giant, and, being turned 
into swans for seven long years, lost sight of the 
outer world, neither knowing what dresses were 
worn, how fashions were changed, and many other 
important matters. 
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"At length, through the courage of a noble 
Knight, St. Andrew of Scotland, of whom you 
have doubtless heard, we were happily released 
from our thraldom. What, however, was our aston- 
ishment when we got back to our father's court to 
find that our eldest sister had departed as the bride 
of another famed Champion, St. Anthony of Italy, 
by whose mighty prowess the giant had been slain ; 
and in a brief time St. Andrew, hearing of this, 
also set off in search of his former comrade and 
brother knight. 

'*Now — why need we be ashamed to confess 
it.? — we had allowed a feeling of regard to 
spring up in our bosoms for that worthy Knight, 
and we all agreed that we could no longer 
exist out of his society; and so we also set 
off from our father's court, resolved to search 
for him the world around, and bring him back 
to our native land, or lie down, and mournful 
die beside his tomb." 

"The noble Champion for whom you took 
in hand this weary travel is my much-approved 
good friend," exclaimed St. Patrick* "T<^ ^^^ 
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a sight of him I would go more miles than 
there are trees throughout this mighty con- 
tinent; therefore will my faithful squire, Terence 
O'Grady, whom I now crave leave to make 
known unto you, and I travel in your company, 
and in that of your six serving maidens, till we 
have found the right noble St. Andrew, or some 
other of those six brave Knights of Christendom 
who for seven summers I have not seen." 

Much pleased with the discourse and the 
polished courtesy of St. Patrick, the six prin- 
cesses consented to his proposal; and thus we 
will, for the present, leave them journeying in 
the giant's chariot, drawn by the dozen croco- 
diles and hippopotami, and followed by the six 
maidens and their six milk-white palfreys, and 
escorted on either side by St. Patrick and his 
faithful Squire, in the direction they believed St. 
Andrew had taken. 




CHAPTER X. 



The last but not the least of all the Seven 
Champions to be mentioned, famed for heroic 
courage and gallantry, is that most noble and 
renowned Knight, St. David of Wales. After 
he had quitted the brazen pillar, followed by 
his faithful attendant, Owen ap Rice, he pro- 
ceeded towards the up-rising of the sun, visiting 
many of the courts of the first monarchs of 
Europe, attending many tournaments, engaging 
in many desperate battles, and performing innu- 
merable heroic deeds; which his faithful Squire 
took very great care to recount, nor did he 
allow his histories to lose anything in the 
telling. Wonderful indeed were the numbers 
of foes his master's sword had slain ; huge were 
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the giants he had overthrown ; savage were the 
wild beasts he had slaughtered, terrific were the 
monsters he had put to flight ; powerful were 
the magicians whose guiles he had circumvented; 
and horrible were the spirits and ghosts and 
goblins amid whom he had fought his onward 
way; indeed few could hear the faithful Owen 
recount his master's deeds, and eke his own, 
without being impressed with the belief that 
more heroic Knight did not exist, nor more 
brave and trusty Squire. 

Thus they journeyed on till Europe was left 
behind ; and entering the ancient continent of 
Asia, they arrived at the court of the far-famed 
Emperor of Tartary. Here St. David's fame 
•had preceded him, and they were received with 
all the courtesy which to so valiant a Knight 
was due. 

On the day of their arrival a sumptuous 
entertainment was prepared, at which all the 
chief lords and nobles of the realm were pre- 
sent, when huge beakers of rosy wine were 
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quaffed; nor could anyone compete with St. 
David in the quantity of the generous liquor he 
imbibed. For the following day a grand tourna- 
ment was arranged, whpn it was expected that 
the noblest feats of arms ever beheld in the 
empire would be performed. 

From far and near came valiant knights from 
all the neighbouring provinces, habited in every 
conceivable style of richest armour; yet none 
surpassed St. David in the sumptuousness of 
his plume and burgonet, the trappings of his 
steed, the richness of his scarf, the splendour 
of his shield and breastplate, or of his whole 
armour, which, from his lofty helm to his knightly 
spurs, shone with resplendent beauty. Numerous 
champions entered the lists, and many desperate 
encounters took place. At length St. David 
rode in, followed by the faithful Owen carrying 
his spear. The trumpet sounded, St. f)avid 
took his spear, and shaking it aloft prepared 
for the encounter. A knight, one of the chief 
nobles of Tartary, was his first opponent. Of 
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blue steel was his casque and armour and 
mighty shield, while a blue scarf floated from 
his shoulders. Bravely the Tartar Knight bore 
himself, and bravely he withstood the terrible 
shock of St. David's lance. A second time the 
two knights charged, when St. David, mustering 
all his powers, struck the Tartar a blow so 
terrible that he sent him reeling from his saddle, 
and with a hollow groan he fell senseless on the 
ground; but time will not permit an account 
of each separate combat of that far-famed tour- 
nament. 

Six valiant knights did St. David meet, 
each of whom was vanquished by his arm. At 
length, the only son and heir of the Emperor, 
seeing that no more worthy antagonist could be 
found, and willing to retrieve the disgrace he 
conceived his countrymen had received, entered 
the lists, and bravely challenged the Champion 
of Wales. The heart of the gallant St. David 
bounded at the thought of engaging in so noble 
a contest as that with the Emperor's son, and he 
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declared himself ready to commence the course 
whenever it was the pleasure of the noble Prince 
to meet his lance. 

" No time like the present, Sir Knight," replied 
the gallant Tartar, who was arrayed in armour 
of rare and curious workmanship, studded all 
over with gold and precious gems. 

"It were a pity to slay so brave a prince," 
thought St. David; "yet for the honour of my 
country, than which no nobler exists, as also 

for my own, than whom no " (what St. 

David thought need not be repeated), "if he 
presses me it must be done." 

The trumpets sounded, the steeds sprang 
forward, the ground trembled beneath their feet, 
clouds of dust arose in the air ; terrific was 
the shock, but both knights kept their seats, 
though both were sorely pressed. Again they 
charged, with a like result. A third time they 
met, and St. David felt that he was reeling in 
his saddle ; but recovering himself by a mighty 
effort, he prepared for another and more despe- 
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rate encounter. Little wotted the proud son 
of the great Emperor of all the Tartars with 
what a doughty champion he had to contend; 
little thought he of the gallant heroes that far- 
distant land of Cambria was able to produce. 
Shaking his spear, he shouted loudly to St. 
David to prepare himself for an overthrow. The 
Welsh Knight only grasped his own spear the 
tighter in consequence, and pressed his knees 
the firmer against his charger's sides. 

"And the Prince expects that he is going to 
throw my master, does he.^" observed the faithful 
Owen. " Let him beware of St. David ; I may 
tell him he has borne down to the ground twelve 
as good men as he is, with one thrust of his 
lance, before now." 

The trumpets sounded, and the Tartar Prince 
and the Champion of Wales met in the middle 
of the lists. Terrific was the encounter; the 
spear of the Tartar Prince was shivered into a 
thousand fragments; but the Welsh Knight, 
with true gallantry, let his fall by his side, and 



OF CHRISTENDOM. 151 

grasped his battle-axe, that they might fight 
on equal terms. Already, however, had the 
spear inflicted a desperate wound on the Prince's 
side; but his pride would not let him yield. 
Now sparks of fire flew thickly around them 
from the extraordinary rapidity of their strokes, 
so that they appeared to be fighting in the midst 
of a furnace (so Owen, the faithful Squire, ever 
afterwards averred), till at length St. David's 
axe descended with force so terrific on the helm 
of the Tartar Prince that he clove it in two, 
nor did the cruel weapon stop till it had pierced 
the brain of the hapless heir to the throne of the 
great Emperor of Tartary. 

When the spectators beheld what had occurred, 
loud cries of grief, anger, and dismay rent the 
air; the great Emperor and all his courtiers, 
from the highest to the lowest, crying louder 
than anyone else. The lists were immediately 
broken up, and the Emperor, ordering the Welsh 
Knight to be brought before him, retired into 
his palace. The obsequies of that precious jewel 
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of Tartary, now dimmed by death, being con- 
cluded, the Emperor, having ceased his woful 
lamentations and sad sighs, thus addressed the 
Welsh Champion : 

"Know that there dwells on the borders of 
Tartary a mighty magician, Ormandine by name, 
who holds an enchanted castle and garden, within 
the magic walls of which whoever enters never 
again returns. Now truly, although thou deservest 
death for what thou hast done, yet if thou wilt 
adventure into the Magician's domains, and bring 
hither his head, I grant thee not only life, but 
therewithal the crown of Tartary after my death." 

This strange adventure highly pleased the 
noble Champion of Wales, and he expressed 
himself *ready forthwith to depart about it. On 
which the Emperor bound him by his oath of 
knighthood, and by the love he bore his native 
country, never to follow any other adventure till he 
had performed the promise he now had given. 

In three days he and the faithful Owen, having 
made all preparation, were ready to set out. 
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Travelling eastward for many a weary day, though 
conversing pleasantly to beguile the way, they at 
length reached the confines of a dreadful forest, 
the trees twisting and twining in every direction, 
and briers and creepers of all sorts, with long 
thorns and hooks, hanging from all the branches. 
Mysterious flames seemed to be bursting forth, 
wavering and flickering in the dark recesses of 
the forest, while amid the boughs flew birds of 
evil omen, night-owls, and ravens, and bats, and 
other winged things of hideous form, with harsh 
and croaking voices. Within this forest, so St. 
David had learned, stood the castle of the 
Magician Ormandine. 

" My faithful Owen," he exclaimed, " by my 
honour and my oath of knighthood, I am bound 
to enter and to traverse this strange and woful 
wood ; but do you wait my return without, and 
if I never do return, go to my kinsmen, in our 
native land, and tell them all about my sad and 
melancholy end." 

The faithful Owen, on hearing these words. 



154 THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS 

burst into tears, and replied : " My long-Ioved 
honoured master, if there were ten thousand 
forests, and if in each thrice ten thousand ill- 
doing necromancers lived, and if through each 
you had to fight your way, I would remain 
steadfast by your side, and fight as long as arm 
and hand and sword could do their work." 

"Then onward into this dreadful forest, my 
faithful Owen, let us go I ** exclaimed St. David, 
drawing his sword and beginning to hew away 
at the creepers and briers which impeded their 
progress. In this labour he was ably seconded 
by the faithful Owen ; and thus, by slow degrees, 
they worked their onward way. As they pro- 
ceeded, the shouts and shrieks increased, the 
sky overhead was filled with lurid meteors, and 
hideous and ill-omened birds flew thickly around 
their heads, screeching their terrific notes into 
the ears of the adventurous strangers. 

"Few things worth having can be obtained 
without difficulty and perseverance," exclaimed 
St. David, as he went on cutting and cutting 
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away at the creepers. "As to all the hooting 
and the screeching and crying which assail our 
ears, it cannot hurt us if we take no heed to it. 
Few noble enterprises have ever been undertaken 
without numbers of people, like those hideous 
night-owls, endeavouring to hoot them down." 

Thus manfully cutting and hewing away, they 
at length came in sight of the dark and frowning, 
damp and moss-overgrown walls of an ancient 
castle. Near it was a huge rock, still more 
damp and moss-covered than the castle-walls. 
In this rock, by magic art, was enclosed a sword, 
the hilt being the only part which could be seen. 
It was of steel-work, engraven curiously, and set 
with jaspers, sapphires, and other precious gems. 
Around the pommel was engraven, in golden letters, 
the following words : 

By magic spells remain most firmly bound, 
The world^s strange wonder unknown by anyone, 

Till that a knight within the north be found 
To pull the sword from out this rock of stone : 

Then end my charms, my mag^c arts and all, 

By whose strong hand sage Ormandine must fall 
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"A northern knight! — ^that must mean me," 
exclaimed St. David. "Undoubtedly, I am des- 
tined to pull the magic sword from out of that 
rock See how I'll do it!" On this, dismount- 
ing from his steed, he grasped hold of the hilt, 
and began to pull and pull away right manfully ; 
but in vain he pulled, and tugged, and hauled ; 
not a hundredth part of an inch had he drawn 
forth of the sword, but, still persevering, he would 
not let go. At length the faithful Owen en- 
treated that he might be allowed to come and 
help. Then Knight and Squire tugged and 
tugged away, but still the sword would not 
move. Next, putting both their hands to the 
huge hilt, and their feet against the rock, they 
bethought them most surely that they would 
move it Scarcely, however, had they in that 
guise begun to pull, than there arose around 
them fearful shouts of mocking laughter, and, 
the gates of the castle opening wide, twelve 
hideous dwarfs, with faces black as coal, and 
bodies horribly deformed, issued forth, and bear- 
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ing in their hands some iron chains which 
clanged as they moved, approached, with grin- 
ning mouths and threatening gestures, the Knight 
and his Squire. 

St. David and the faithful Owen would fain 
have let go the richly-gemmed hilt of the magic 
sword, but when they strove to do so they found 
their hands clinched firmly to it. Now they 
struggled as much to free their hands as before 
they had to draw out the sword. But in vain 
was all their tugging and struggling. 

The dwarfs stood round awhile to enjoy their 
dismay, and then throwing the iron chains around 
them, they bound them in fetters which no earthly 
power could undo, and carried them away, helpless 
as infants in their nurses* arms, to the magic castle. 

There, in the centre of an iron hall of vast 
dimensions and sombre hue — the only light emitted 
from a lurid torch burning at the farther end — 
on iron beds, of which a countless number ap- 
peared ranged, around, lay writhing the victims 
which the fell Magician's cruelty had left bound. 



158 SEVEN CHAMPIONS OF CHRISTENDOM, 

There, for many years, till the full term of seven 
was accomplished, we, too, will leave them, daily 
visited by the Enchanter Ormandine, who came 
to mock at and gloat over their miserj'. 

" Ah ! ah ! " he exclaimed, with a voice croak- 
ing like ten thousand frogs, and loud as thunder, 
"you came to cut off my head, and carry the 
gory trophy to the Emperor; but now you find, 
my friends, youVe caught a Tartar." 

Notwithstanding, however, this conduct of the 
Enchanter, his chief captive was not so miserable 
as he supposed. A kind fairy all the time watched 
over him ; and as St. David lay on his couch she 
sent four of her attendant spirits, in the form of 
damsels, of no mean beauty, who tended him 
with the gentlest care, and brought him fruits 
and other luxuries, which they offeried whenever 
he awoke, and then sang him to sleep again 
with their sweet voices, so that his time passed 
far more agreeably than would certainly other- 
wise have been the case, or the Enchanter had 
any idea of. 



CHAPTER XI. 



Seven times had frosty-bearded winter covered 
the ground with snow, and behung the trees with 
crystal icicles, since the Champion St. George 
and the faithful De Fistycuff lay groaning in 
their far-off dungeon in Egypt, for having ven- 
tured to assert that crocodiles and apes and 
snakes were not fit objects of reverence. 

One day, as by chance the Knight was wring- 
ing his hands in despair of ever getting free, he 
chanced to rub in a peculiar manner the magic 
ring which the Fairy Sabrina had given him. A 
bright light was forthwith emitted from it, which 
increased and increased till it filled the chamber, 
and from the midst of it appeared the Fairy 
herself, in her chariot drawn by ten peacocks. 
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"Gallant Knight, why did you not summon 
me before?'* she asked, in her sweet voice; and 
St. George had to confess, with shame, that he 
had forgotten all about the power of the magic 
ring. 

" I cannot free you from this prison by magic 
power ; but I will give you tools with which 
you may free yourselves, and then you will set 
more value on your liberty than if you had 
gained it without toil. I never afford aid to any 
who are not ready to labour for themselves." 

The Fairy having thus spoken, supplied the 
Knight and his Squire with hammers, chisels, 
spades, mattocks, and crowbars. 

" Your steeds and weapons you will find ready 
outside the gates," added the Fairy. "When 
once more prepared for battle, go forth, and 
conquer." 

The Knight and De Fistycuff felt their strength 
and spirits wonderfully improved at these words, 
and already they fancied themselves scouring 
over the plain in pursuit of a thousand flying foes. 



OF CHRISTENDOM, i6i 

" But is there no gallant achievement, no 
heroic deed, which you would desire me to per- 
form, as a mark of my gratitude ? " asked St 
George, after he had duly thanked the Fairy for 
the aid she had wrought him. 

" Well spoken," answered the Fairy ; " yes, 
there languishes, even now, a brother knight, one 
for whose country I have a fond regard, St. David 
of Wales, in the gloomy castle of the Magician 
Ormandine, on the borders of Tartary. Go and 
free him. From trusting entirely to his own 
strength, and not seeking rightly for all other 
aids, he failed in what he undertook to accom- 
plish. A magic sword, by which alone the Magi- 
cian can be conquered, is held in a rock near 
his castle. No human strength can pull it out, 
but take this flask of oil, pour it into the rock, 
and, waiting patiently, you will find the sword 
easily come forth." 

The Knight promised to obey the Fairy's 
directions ; and she having disappeared, he and 
De Fistycuff set to work so manfully, although 
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not accustomed to handle such tools, that in a 
few days they hewed themselves a subterranean 
passage beneath the walls of the city. Through 
iron plates and thick walls and granite rocks 
and mud and sand they worked, the last, like 
slippery people, giving them the greatest difficulty 
to deal with. At length the sky appeared ; and 
there, at the mouth of the cave out of which 
they emerged, stood their steeds, held by two 
dwarfs of ugly aspect, who presented them with 
their spears, and swords, and other weapons. 

No sooner were they mounted, and St. George 
was about to reward the dwarfs, than he found 
that they had disappeared. 

Accordingly, they set off, as fast as Bayard 
and the Squire's steed could carry them, along 
the neck of land which joins Africa to Asia, and 
then galloped rapidly northward. In wonderful 
condition were the horses, while the pure fresh 
air their riders breathed, after their long imprison- 
ment, added fresh vigour to their limbs and 
courage to their hearts. 
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Many adventures, which cannot here be re- 
corded, were met with ; and at length they reached 
the magic forest which surrounded the castle of 
the fell Enchanter. They witnessed the same 
terrific sights, and heard the same sounds as did 
St. David and the faithful Owen ; but, equally 
dauntless, they clove their onward way through 
brake and brier, in spite of the hissing of serpents 
and hooting of owls, groans and shrieks, and 
other similar sounds, to which they were pretty 
well accustomed by this time, till they reached 
the Magician's castle. 

There, in the rock, they beheld the hilt of 
the magic sword. De Fistycuff was about to 
seize hold of it at once ; but St. George warned 
him to desist till he wisely had obeyed the Fairy's 
directions, and poured the oil upon the rock. 
Slowly it trickled down through many a crevice, 
when the Knight, waiting patiently for the oil to 
take effect, grasped the sword with his left hand, 
while he kept his own falchion ready to use in 
the right. 

JL 2 
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"Who knows but the Magician may come 
forth to attack me before I have freed the sword ?" 
he observed to his Squire. Gradually, but surely, 
the sword yielded to his unwearied and long- 
sustained efforts. While still drawing it forth, a 
terrific uproar was heard within the castle ; the 
ground shook, trembled violently, rocking to and 
fro, and flames darted forth from the rock; but 
the Knight held fast the weapon. 

Suddenly the brazen gates of the castle burst 
open, and there issued forth the Necromancer 
Ormandine, arrayed in all the terrors with which 
he could clothe himself. His helmet had a fiery 
plume; hissing snakes were writhing about his 
casque and shoulders ; his armour seemed of 
red-hot metal. A hooting owl of hideous aspect 
sat on his shoulder, while he brandished an iron 
club covered with spikes, like his armour, red-hot. 
He made directly at St. George ; but Ascalon was 
in the Knight's grasp, and wielding it, as he well 
knew how, he kept the Magician at bay, while he 
tugged more vehemently than ever at the magic 
sword. 
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With a clap louder than that of any thunder, 
it came at length forth from the rock, and taking 
it in his right hand he with it furiously assailed 
the Magician, who no sooner felt its keen edge 
than his club fell from his nerveless grasp, the 
owl flew hooting away, the serpents crawled 
hissing off, and the once-powerful Magician fell 
humbly on his knees and craved for mercy. 

St. George, telling De Fistycuff to guard him, 
entered the castle, where, on iron beds, he found, 
bound with chains, his friend and comrade St. 
David and the faithful Owen, groaning and 
sighing, and mourning their hard fate. Cutting 
the chains, with as much ease as if they had 
been cords of silk, with the magic sword, he set 
them, to their great joy, on their legs, when, 
with a profusion of words, they poured out their 
expressions of gratitude. 

St. David then told St. George of his vow 
to the Emperor of Tartary; when the English 
Knight informed him that the Enchanter was in 
his power, but that he was unwilling to take his life. 



I66 THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS 

" But, behold the signs of his cruelty ! " said 
St David, pointing out to St George the other 
nine hundred and ninety-eight iron beds in the 
hall. " There lie bound many other noble knights 
and squires, who for many long years have been 
prevented from engaging in any deeds of heroism. 
Think how many victories they might have won ; 
how many captive knights released ; how many 
forlorn maidens rescued from durance vile; 
how many other noble deeds they might have 
done ! " 

This speech so completely changed St George's 
view of things, that he told St David he would 
hand over the Magician to him. Then the 
Champion of Wales went forth from the castle, 
and with one blow of his sword cut off Orman- 
dine's hideous head, and sticking it on a pole, 
which he delivered to the faithful Owen to carry, 
informed his brother Champion that he was 
ready forthwith to depart for the court of the 
Emperor of Tartary. 

The other nine hundred and ninety-eight 
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gallant knights and squires, released by the 
courage and wisdom of St. George, having ex- 
pressed a strong desire to follow his fortunes, 
he undertook to lead them round the world in 
search of adventures worthy of their prowess. 
St. David, also, promised, when he had fulfilled 
his vow to the Emperor of Tartary, to search 
him out and aid him. 

Often had the noble Champion of England 
thought of the lovely Sabra, but knew not where 
she was. At length, with his army of valiant 
knights and trusty squires, having reached the 
kingdom of Bagabornabou, he, on inquiring for 
her, heard, with dismay, that she had been 
carried off a prisoner by Almidor, the black 
King of Morocco, and had ever since been pining 
in a dungeon. 

Calling his knights around him, he told them 
of the occurrence, and with loud shouts, waving 
on high their swords, they promised to accom- 
pany him to rescue her, or to die in the attempt. 
Setting off forthwith, they reached the dominions 
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of the black King; when St. George, disguising 
himself as a humble palmer, entered the city, 
followed by De Fistycuff in the same habit, to 
ascertain in what vile dungeon the lovely Sabra 
was shut up. 

In vain he wandered up and down, whispering 
her name and inquiring of all he met, till, at 
length, he saw a beautiful white dove fly upward 
from a hole in the ground beneath the massive 
wall of a huge castle. Catching the dove, he 
wrote on a slip of parchment, which he placed 
under its wing : " St George of England has come 
to Sabra's rescue. Tell me if you are here ! " 

Soon the dove, having entered the hole, re- 
turned to the Knight, when he discovered, under 
its wing on the same parchment : " I, the hapless 
Sabra, am here ; oh, free me, and receive a 
maiden's grateful love!" Instantly returning to 
his knights, and throwing off his palmer gar- 
ments, St George led them to the assault 

On every side the castle walls were stormed. 
Some climbed up ladders, some over each other's 
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backs, with such desperate valour, that the 
Moorish soldiers gave way on every side ; till 
Almidor, hearing the turmoil and loud shouts 
of war, rushed to the battlements. Then ensued 
a fight most desperate between the noble Cham- 
pion of England and the black King, in which 
the latter would most assuredly have been slain 
had he not, like a recreant, turned his back and 
fled among his followers through a postern gate, 
which, happily for him, stood open — proudly 
asserting that he would return and fight another 
day. 

Having thus victoriously taken possession of 
the Moorish castle, St. George and all his knights 
and squires burst open all the doors and gates, 
and explored all the passages they could find, 
till they arrived at a gloomy vault. Within it 
was a little door. St. George thundered at it 
with his battle-axe. It burst open ; and there 
he beheld his lovely and beloved Sabra, her 
beauty dimmed, but not extinguished, by her 
long imprisonment 
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St Geoige and his knights having taken 
possession of the Moorish capital, he held a 
grand banquet in honour of the occasion, when 
a herald announced, in due form, that the British 
Champion was about to wed the lovely African 
Princess. Thrice was the announcement made ; 
and no one objecting, the fair Sabra, after all 
her misfortune, became, as her reward, the bride 
of the noblest Knight Europe or the world has 
ever known. 

So enchanted were the Moors with the valour 
and courtesy of St. George, that their chiefs, 
lords and nobles, and the councillors of state, 
came in humble guise and proffered him the 
crown of their country; but he declared, with 
many expressions suitable to the occasion, that 
he had not yet won that renown for which his 
soul panted, and must decline the honour. 

Having dismissed the nine hundred and ninety- 
eight knights and squires, whom he had rescued 
from the castle of Ormandine, with warm thanks 
for the assistance they had rendered him, and 
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Sincere wishes for their welfare, they all departed 
to their separate countries and homes, and such 
as were married to their wives and children, who 
had long been mourning their absence, and in 
most cases, though not in all, wishing for their 
return ; St. George and his beautiful bride, the 
enchanting Sabra, set out on their travels through 
many unknown and strange lands, attended by 
the faithful De Fistycuff, whose wife would much 
rather that he had gone back to look after her 
and their children in England. 



CHAPTER XII. 



Now it happened that the great Emperor of the 
East held a grand tournament at Constantinople, 
to which all the knights and nobles of Christen- 
dom were invited, to do honour to his nuptials 
with a princess he was about to wed. Thither 
came the Seven Champions, not knowing each 
other after their long separation, but each 
believing the others in some distant quarter of 
the globe. The Emperor had, however, pitched 
seven tents of seven different colours, wherein 
the Seven Champions might remain till the sound 
of the silver trumpets summoned them to appear. 
Seven days the tournament was to last, and each 
day a different Knight was to be Champion of 
the field. 
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The first day, St. Denis of France, under the 
title of the Golden Knight, was the Champion. 
His tent was of the colour of the celandine, and 
on the summit flamed a sun of wondrous brilliancy. 
His horse, an iron gray, was graced with a plume 
of gold-bespangled feathers. Before him rode 
the faithful Le Crapeau, bearing his banner, on 
which was designed the golden fleur-de-lis. Num- 
berless were the foreign knights with whom he 
tilted, every one of whom he overthrew. 

Next day, St. James of Spain, habited in silver 
armour, rode forth as the Champion ; his Squire, 
the faithful Pedrillo, bearing aloft four banners, 
on each of which were inscribed his names and 
titles and those of his ancestors, so that not a 
spot of silk remained uncovered. Well he 
behaved himself, to the admiration of all be- 
holders. 

Clad in blue steel, and called the Azure 
Knight, on the third day St. Anthony of Italy 
rode forth as the chief Champion, attended by 
the faithful Niccolo, bearing his standard, an 
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eagle on a field of blue. Above bis tent was 
a smaller pavilion in the shape of a watch-tower, 
in which was seated as spectatress of the fights, 
the Georgian Princess, the strong-minded Rosa- 
linde, who had, by praiseworthy perseverance, and 
allowing no trifles to stand in her way, completely 
won the heart of St. Anthony, and had become his 
bride. Well, also, did he, the Italian Champion, 
acquit himself, and many valiant knights were 
by his spear unhorsed. 

On the fourth day, St. Andrew of Scotland was 
the chief challenger for the tournament. His tent 
was framed in the manner of a ship swimming on 
the waves of the sea, environed about with dolphins, 
tritons, and many strangely-contrived mermaids ; 
on the top stood a figure of Neptune, the god of 
the sea, bearing in his hand a streamer, whereon, in 
one corner, was wrought a cross in crimson silk. 
He was called the Red Knight, for a blood-red 
cloth completely covered his charger. His worthy 
achievements obtained such favour in the Emperor's 
eyes, that he threw him his silver gauntlet, which 
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was prized at a thousand portagues, and the which 
Murdoch M'Alpine, lifting it from the ground, bore 
with no little satisfaction to his master's tent; 
where the Champion also retired, and after his 
noble encounters enjoyed a sweet repose. 

The fifth day, St. Patrick of Ireland, as chief 
Champion, entered the lists, mounted on an Irish 
hobby, covered with a green veil. He was attended 
by the faithful Terence O'Grady, in sylvan habit, 
bearing on his shoulder a blooming tree, his 
motto, virtus semper viret His tent resembled a 
summer bower, formed chiefly of the shamrock, 
and beautified with wreaths of roses. He was 
named the Green Knight ; but he was green only 
in name, for no Knight proved himself more 
accomplished, or performed nobler deeds. 

Upon the sixth day, the famed Champion of 
Wales entered the lists, mounted on a Tartar 
steed, which was covered with a black cloth, to 
signify, as Owen ap Rice made known, that a 
black and tragical day was this for all knights of 
every nation who durst approve his fortitude. On 
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his shield was portrayed a silver griffin rampant, 
and upon a golden helmet, the ancient arms of 
Britain. His tent was in the form of a castle, the 
battlements guarded by numerous sturdy men-at- 
arms. His princely achievements not only obtained 
due commendations at the Emperor's hands, but 
all the fair and high-born dames present (so the 
faithful Owen ever afterwards averred) applauded 
him as the most noble Knight that ever shivered 
lance, and the most fortunate Champion that ever 
appeared at the court of the Eastern Emperor. 

Upon the seventh and last day, St. George of 
England entered the lists as chief challenger, 
mounted on a sable-coloured steed, betrapped with 
bars of burnished gold, and whose forehead was 
beautiful with a gorgeous plume of purple feathers, 
from whence hung many pendants of gold. The 
Knight's armour was of the purest steel inlaid with 
silver ; his helmet was richly adorned with pearls 
and many precious stones ; and on his banner, 
borne before him by the faithful De Fistycuff, was 
pictured, on a blood-red field, a lion rampant. 
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bearing three crowns upon his head. His tent, 
white as the feathers of the swan, was supported by 
figures of four elephants of purest brass. Before it 
stood an ivory chariot, guarded by twelve coal- 
black ndgroes, and in it sat his lovely bride the 
Princess Sabra, spectatress of the tournament. All 
eyes turned towards the English Champion, to 
gaze and admire. His steed bore him right nobly, 
and never gave encounter to any knight but both 
man and horse were speedily hurled helpless to 
the ground. That day the tournament lasted from 
the sun*s uprising till the evening star appeared, 
during which time he conquered five hundred of 
the hardiest knights of Asia, and shivered a 
thousand lances, to the admiration of all beholders. 
The tournament being over, the Emperor sent 
to St. George's tent a golden tree with seven 
branches, to be divided equally among the seven 
foreign Champions. There they all assembled ; 
and what was their astonishment, when they 
removed their casques, to discover that they were 
the long-parted and ancient comrades! Warmly 
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they grasped each other's hands, and talked and 
laughed right pleasantly. High revelry, also, did 
they hold that evening in St. George's tent, and 
told each other of their adventures, exploits, and 
achievements. Jovially they quaffed full golden 
beakers of rosy wine, and many a jovial song they 
sang, and many a tale they told. All inquired who 
the lady could be who had been seen on the summit 
of St Anthony's tent ; when he confessed that the 
strong-minded Princess Rosalinde of Georgia had 
won his heart and hand. 

" She, then, is sister of the six lovely Princesses 
I had the happiness of being instrumental in turn- 
ing from swans into young ladies. Your bride will 
be glad to hear that they appeared none the worse 
for their transformation ! ^' exclaimed St. Andrew. 

"Ah ! you do not know, then, what happened 
after you left the country, my cousin of Scotland 1 " 
cried St. Patrick. "Ha! ha! ha! They all set 
off to follow you, unknown to their father. I met 
them in a wood with their six maidens, wandering 
alone, and had the satisfaction of rescuing them 
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from the power of some unpleasant enemies, among 
whom they had fallen. I thought they would have 
found you out before now." 

"No, indeed, I have escaped them hitherto," 
answered St. Andrew, rubbing his hands. "One of 
them might have persuaded me to marry her, and 
that would not at all have suited me. I intend to 
remain a bachelor for many a year to come." 

" I wonder you did not offer to marry one of 
them, at least, my brave Irish friend," observed 
St. Anthony ; " it would have been but in accord- 
ance with the acknowledged gallantry of your 
countrymen. I, too, should have been glad to have 
hailed you as a brother-in-law." 

" Faith ! so I would have married one or all of 
them, if it hadn't been from the difficulty of making 
a selection, and hurting the feelings of the rest ; 
for a more amiable collection of young ladies I 
never set eyes on ; so I gave them a little chariot 
I had got, drawn by a few alligators and hippo- 
potami, and advised them to go quietly back to 

their father's court, instead of gadding about the 
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world as they were then doing. Whether or not 
they took my advice I cannot say, for when they 
went north I turned my horse's head, and, with my 
faithful Squire, rode away south." 

Many other similar adventures to these were 
told by the old comrades, of which there is no 
space to tell. 

But if the Knights were merry, much more so 
were their Squires. Joyfully they discovered each 
other, and agreed to meet together in the tent of 
the faithful De Fistycuff. Right jovial was the 
meeting, and huge the amount of the viands they 
consumed, and innumerable the beakers of Samian 
and Falernian wine they quaffed. Merry the 
stories they told of their numberless adventures, 
and facetious the songs they sang. Each Squire 
boasted loudly of the deeds of his master, and ol 
the country to which he belonged ; but no one 
boasted louder than did the faithful Owen ap Rice, 
of St. David especially, and of his own loved 
country, Wales. Terence 0*Grady was not much 
behind him in that respect ; while Murdoch 
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M'Alpine declared that St. Andrew was one of 
the best of masters, and that if Scotland was not 
the finest and the largest country in the world, it 
was, at all events, the one he loved the best, just 
because it was Scotland and his native land. 

"Your hand, old comrade,*' exclaimed De 
Fistycuff, springing up, "that's the very reason 
why I like merrie England. She has her faults, 
ril allow ; but though I've wandered nearly all the 
world around, there's no country in my mind to be 
compared to her, and with all her faults I love her 
still." 

" Bah ! " exclaimed Le Crapeau, " she is not 
equal to la belle France, at all events." 

" Inferior to Italy, without doubt. Look, what 
noble people the ancient Romans were ! " observed 
Niccolo, swallowing a handful of macaroni. 

"The idea of comparing a little island to a 
magnificent territory like Spain ! " cried Pedrillo. 
"Why, we were civilised, and a province of Rome, 
while the British were painted barbarians, un- 
known to all the rest of the world." 
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Thus they disputed, but all in good humour, 
and many a joke was bartered on the subject. All 
things terrestrial must come to an end, and so did, 
at length, the Knights* banquet and the Squires' 
jovial supper. 

The next day, scarcely had the Champions 
arisen from their downy couches, whereon they 
had rested their weary limbs, after the fatigues 
of the numberless combats in which they had*been 

engaged, when it was announced that six foreign 
Princesses, of great beauty, had arrived in the 
capital, and had been witnesses of the tournament, 
in disguise. Some said they had come in one way, 
some in another ; and among other descriptions of 
the mode in which they travelled, it was asserted 
that they came in a chariot drawn by twelve tame 
alligators and as many hippopotami. 

" The Georgian Princesses, a crown against a 
baubee 1 " exclaimed St. Andrew, starting up from 
his couch. " Murdoch, go and find out, with all 
speed, and if it is the case, get ready our steeds 
and baggage without delay, or one of these strong- 
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minded young ladies will be insisting on accom- 
panying me to my ancestral halls in bonnie Scot- 
land." 

" TheyVe run their game to earth ; there's no 
doubt about it," cried St. Patrick, who hiad been 
fond of sporting in his youth, when he heard the 
news. " They deserve our brushes for their pains; 
and one thing must be said in their favour, that 
they are very pretty young women, and not at all 
afflicted with the ordinary prejudices and bashful- 
ness which stands in the way of so many young 
ladies in finding themselves comfortable establish- 
ments. What say you, Terence } Don't you think 
that I might go farther and fare worse ? " 

"Ah ! faith ! noble master, that you might, 
unless, mark me, you get back to old Ireland ; and 
there isn't much difficulty I'd have in finding many 
a score of sweet creatures, to whom, it's my belief, 
these Georgian Princesses couldn't hold a candle." 

The mention of his fair countrywomen (of 
whom St. Patrick was a warm admirer, and who 
is not who knows them T) artfully thrown in by 
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his Squire, turned the Knight from the intention 
he began to entertain of making one of the 
Princesses his bride. 

When the Seven Champions met at break- 
fast, they talked the matter over with due 
gravity. They recollected that there were six 
ladies and only five bachelor knights, two only 
being Benedicts. 

'' But suppose we five were to marry five of the 
Princesses, one still would be like puss in the 
corner — she must be left out," observed St. 
Andrew, who was evidently the least inclined of 
any of the party to wed, and had arranged to 
start away directly after breakfast. 

" Oh ! one must become a nun," observed St. 
Patrick. " It's a mighty pleasant sort of life to 
those who don't like work and are fond of being 
utterly useless." 

Scarcely was the breakfast over when the 
Champions were summoned into the presence of 
the Emperor; and there, seated around him, 
were the six Princesses of Georgia, radiant in 
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beauty, and looking bewitching and killing in the 
extreme. 

"Fair ladies and right noble strong-minded 
Princesses, here are the Seven Champions of 
Christendom. It has come to our imperial know- 
ledge that you have left the court of my brother 
of Georgia, your royal father, for the purpose of 
wedding one, if not more, of these right valorous 
Champions, for in that matter there seems to be 
some little difficulty. Make your choice, there- 
fore, most strong-minded Princesses ; whom will 
you wed } For, from the observations I have 
made of these Knights* gallantry, I can pledge my 

imperial word that they will not refuse your 
moderate and modest requests." 

Now, the six Princesses, on hearing these 

words, looked unutterable things, and a roseate 

hue rushed into their lily-like cheeks ; but their 

eyes did not wander up and down the hall among 

the Knights, for, with a constancy worthy of all 

admiration and imitation, they fixed them on 

St. Andrew. 
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" He is the Knight who changed us from swans 
into maidens; he is the Knight, for love of 
whom we left our father's home, and in search 
of whom we wandered, all forlorn, the world up 
and down, and with him alone do any of us wish 
to wed." 

"Well spoken, fair Princesses," observed the 
Emperor. "That much circumscribes the ques- 
tion, and decreases the difficulty. Which of you 
desires to wed with the gallant Christian Knight } 
For, remember, that only one wife can he have^ 
whatever may be the custom in Asia." 

St. Andrew, who had never feared mortal foe 
or foes, giants, wild beasts, or evil spirits, began 
at these words to tremble in his shoes, and to 
regret that he had not recommenced his travels 
by daybreak. 

The strong-minded Princesses all sat looking 
at him. 

" Fm the one to marry him," cried the eldest. 

The Champion's heart began to sink within 
him. 
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" Tm the one to marry him/* cried the second. 

"But Tm the one to marry him/' cried the 
third. 

" But I say that Fm the one to marry him/* 
cried the fourth. 

"But I declare that Tm the one to marry 
him/' cried the fifth. 

" You are all wrong ! " exclaimed the sixth. 
'*From the very first I am sure that it was 
understood clearly that I was to be his 
wife." 

"Stay, sweet Princesses/' observed the Em- 
peror, calmly, "I see clearly that there has been 
some slight misunderstanding among you about 
this matter, and I am sure St. Andrew is too 
gallant a Knight to desire to make any five 
of you unhappy, or jealous of the sixth. I, 
therefore, purpose to send you all back, under a 
proper escort, to your father s court, and I hope 
that you will there speedily find six noble knights 
to lead you to the altar of Hymen." 

The six strong-minded Princesses made very 
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long faces at the decision of the Emperor ; but, 
as his decisions were always final, they could 
make no reply; though, when they once more 
turned their eyes towards the Scottish Knight, 
the spectators could not but remark that their 
expression was very much changed, and St. 
Andrew evidently thought it wise to keep at a 
respectful distance from their fingers. 

"Certes, master," whispered Murdoch to St. 
Andrew, " you are, to my belief, very well out 
of it." 

"It*s a mighty easy way of settling the 
matter," said Terence O'Grady, "but I wonder 
what the six serving maids are to do ! " 

History reports, however, that they went back 
to Georgia, married six stalwart knights, and 
lived very happily afterwards, as did their six 
fair attendants, who, in like manner, married six 
faithful squires, who all in time became knights 
and great lords of the realm. 

After the tournament and all the festivities 
were over, the Seven Champions prepared to 
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depart, each for his own country ; but, ere they 
commenced their journey, news arrived that all 
the great Pagan Powers had banded together to 
overthrow the Christian Emperor of the East, 
who, therefore, sent to entreat all the aid they 
and their followers could afford. With one accord 
they promised to raise an army, and to hurry back 
to his assistance. 

St. George, leaving his youthful bride, the 
lovely Princess Sabra, in his castle near Coventry, 
soon levied a powerful army ; and, setting sail, 
no longer as a knight-errant, but as a renowned 
general, he arrived with his forces on the coast 
of Portugal, where he was joined by the other six 
Champions, who each brought troops in propor- 
tion to the size of his country. So enchanted 
were the Portuguese with St. George, that, having 
no Champion of their own, they entreated him 
to become theirs, and have ever since retained 
him among their most honoured saints and heroes. 
Here St. George was chosen generalissimo of all 
the Christian forces, and, once more setting sail. 
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he entered the Mediterranean. Then,., landing 
on the coast of Morocco, he bethought him of 
punishing Almidor, the black King of that 
country, who was about to join the Pagan 
armies. 

The Moors in vain endeavoured to prevent 
the landing of the Christian Champions. The 
battle was hot and furious. Almidor rushed to 
the van, where quickly he was singled out by 
St. George. Terrific was the combat, and never 
before was the Moorish monarch so hotly 
pressed. 

Now he had prepared, in full expectation of 
victory, a vast cauldron of boiling metal, in 
which he purposed, with full intent, to cast the 
Christian Champions and their followers ; but 
when at length, unable any longer to withstand 
the far-famed sword of St. George, he fled in 
despair, to cast himself headlong in, and his 
example being followed by his general and chief 
officers, the furious battle was brought to a 
speedy end, and the Princess Sabra was well 
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avenged for the cruelties the black Almidor had 
inflicted on her. 

Scarcely had this satisfactory event been 
brought about than St Greorge received the un- 
welcome news that the Earl of Coventry was 
besieging his castle in England, for the purpose 
of carrying off the Lady Sabra, his bride, and 
now the mother of three blooming boys — the 
wicked Earl having spread a report that the 
great Champion of England, whom no other foe 
could conquer, had yielded to the inevitable hand 
of death. 

The brave Knight hastened back with the 
speed of lightning, when sad was the sight which 
met his eyes. His castle was burnt to the ground, 
and his lady had been carried off by the wicked 
Earl, and, as she had refused all his offers of 
marriage, had been accused of witchcraft, and lay 
in prison, condemned to be burned alive. What 
had become of his three blooming boys he. could 
not tell. 

Putting spurs to his horse, the Knight and 
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De Fistycuff galloped into Coventry. There he 
met the Earl going out hunting; and there, in 
mortal combat, he laid him low. 

Scarcely had the Earl breathed- his last, 
acknowledging with his dying breath the lady's 
innocence, than the Princess Sabra was led forth 
to execution. Quickly her guards were put to 
flight, and mounting her on his horse, he bore her 
oflF to a neighbouring forest, where he might defy 
pursuit. 

There, as they wandered up and down, one 
day they espied three beauteous boys, sleeping on 
a bed of roses, beneath a shady bower. The 
parents' hearts told them that the children were 
their own. They flew towards them, when they 
saw, seated at the farther end of the bower, a 
beautiful lady. Instantly St. George knew her as 
the kind Fairy who so often before befriended him, 
and who had now saved his children from the 
burning castle. Again and again he thanked the 
Fairy, who, smiling sweetly, vanished from his 
sight. 
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Leaving his children under the care of those 
wise tutors named Industry, Attention, and 
Teachableness, taking his wife, he once more set 
out to rejoin the army engaged in the war with 
the Pagans. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



St. George and his virtuous lady, having arrived 
in Africa, were travelling to Egypt from the west, 
when they chanced to arrive at a magnificent 
country, inhabited only by Amazonians. 

Journeying along, great was their surprise to 
find every town and village desolate of people ; 
the fields untilled ; and fields overgrown with 
weeds: nor man, nor woman, nor child was to 
be seen. Scarcely food even from the berries in 
the woods could they procure to satisfy their 
hunger. 

in this extremity, after many days, they arrived 
before a rich pavilion — all of green and crimson, 
bordered with gold and azure — the hooks of ivory, 
the cords of silk, while at the top stood a golden 
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eagle, and at each comer a green silver griffin 
shining in the sun. Beautiful as was the tent, still 
more lovely was the lady who stood before it — a 
maiden queen — crowned with an imperial diadem, 
and clothed in a robe of green, with the body 
formed of lace of gold, and her crimson kirtle 
bound with violet-coloured velvet, the wide sleeves 
being embroidered with flowers of gold and rich 
pearls. Around her stood her maiden attendants 
in comely attire, with silver coronets on their 
heads, and silver bows in their hands, while at 
their backs hung quivers full of golden arrows. 

With courteous words the Queen invited the 
Knight and his lady to enter her pavilion, when 
she told him that her country was sorely afflictedv 
by the arts of a wicked magician, named Osmond, 
who had sought her love, and having been rejected 
had conceived the most deadly hatred against 
her. 

"He has built,", she said, " a mighty tower on 
the borders of my realm, from which issues so 
deadly and dark a sqioke that my people are 
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driven from their homes, and the country remains 
desolate. He has left the guarding of the castle 
to a terrible giant, the ugliest monster eyts ever 
beheld. He is thirty feet in height, his head three 
times the size of that of the largest ox, his eyes 
larger than two sunflowers, and his teeth, with 
which he can break a bar of iron, standing out 
a foot from his mouth ; his arms long and bony, 
his skin black as coal and hard as brass, and his 
strength so great that he can carry away three 
knights in armour, and their steeds, with the 
greatest ease." 

"Now, by my halidom, but I will fetter this 
monster and break the enchantment, or never see 
this place again." In vain the Princess Sabra 
entreated him not to undertake the adventure. 
Even the Amazonian Queen thought it beyond his 
power. 

At daybreak, accompanied by De Fistycuff, he 
set forth, leaving the side of his weeping wife, and 
assuring her that he would return in safety. As 
he and his Squire advanced into the enchanted 
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district the light of day decreased ; darker and 
darker it grew, till they could with difficulty grope 
their way before them, while dense clouds of smoke 
seemed to be rolling thicker and thicker over their 
heads. Nothing could surpass the melancholy and 
depressing gloom of the air. 

At length, by a faint glimmer of lurid light, 
they beheld the gates of the enchanted tower, at 
which sat, on a block of rock, a huge giant in 
his iron coat, with a mace of steel in his hand. 
At first sight of St. George and his Squire, he 
beat his teeth so mightily together that they rang 
like the stroke of an anvil ; and then he sprang 
up and rushed forward, thinking to take the 
Champion, horse and all, within his mouth, with 
the Squire under one arm, and to bear them into 
the tower. 

When, however, the Giant opened his mouth, 
showing his teeth sharp as steel, St. George thrust 
his trusty sword Ascalon so far down it, that the 
monster cried out loud as thunder in his pain 
and terror; the very earth trembled, his mouth 
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smoked like a fiery furnace, and his eyes rolled 
in his head like brands of flaming fire ; but the 
Champion pressed him harder and harder, the 
blood flowing in a great stream from his mouth, 
till he was forced to cry out for mercy, and to beg 
for life. This St. George granted him, on con- 
dition that he would discover all the secrets of the 
tower, and ever after be his true servant. Then 
the Giant swore to speak the truth, and told him 
that the Necromancer had made a huge fire in a 
deep vault whence all the smoke came forth, but 
that near the fire was a fair and pleasant, fountain, 
the water of which, if any knight could cast it on 
the fire, the smoke would cease and the fire be put 
out. This sufficed St. George. 

Ordering the Giant to keep the door, and 
leaving De Fistycuff to watch over him, he ad- 
vanced into the tower, which was full of vast 
windows ; and then he entered a long dark passage 
with a door at one end, set as thick with spikes of 
steel as are the prickles of a sea-urchin's skin ; yet, 
dashing open the door, in spite of the clouds of 
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smoke which rushed out, he descended into total 
darkness, thundering blows all the time raining 
down on his burgonet, which he guarded off with 
his shield, and voices from unseen spirits screeching 
in his ears, while the heat, great at first, increased 
so fiercely that he was almost melted, his armour 
becoming nearly red-hot. 

Just as he was about to faint he espied the 
crystal fountain, and quickly filling his shield from 
it, "he cast the water on the fire. Backwards and 
forwards he went, till, to his joy, he saw the smoke 
ceasing and the blue sky appearing, when, the 
light of the sun entering the dark passage, he saw 
on the stairs many great images of brass, with 
mighty maces of steel, which had struck him the 
heavy blows as he descended. 

The fire being quenched, and the enchantment 
being thus happily quashed, the country was 
restored to its former prosperous condition, while 
St. George received warm thanks of the Amazo- 
nian Queen ; and then, with the Princess Sabra by 
his side, and followed by De Fistycuff and . the 
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hssgt GEsnt Oracs as he was called, he set off to 
jom the QtristEan arxnj in the soatfa. On their 
way; howe¥er^ finding that tib^ were not far from 
Bagabomaboo, the native land of the kively Sabra^ 
thqf detennined to joomcy thither. 

De F^tycuff, as a herald, went bef<Me to an- 
noonce their arrival, whereon they were received 
r^^t royally. Such joyful sounds of beUs^ trum- 
pets, cymbalsy and drums were scarce ever heard 
before in the tdo^ndom ; nor had such stately 
pageants ever been seen as those wiiich welcomed 
them ; the walls were hung with Indian coverlets 
and curious tapestry, and the pavement was 
strewed with odoriferous flowers of eveiy lovely 
hue. 

This being over, the Princess Sabra was 
crowned Queen of the country, and for many 
daj-s she and her noble lord reigned there in peace 
and prosperit)-, till the desire of martial glory 
summoned St George once more to buckle on 
his armour, and to join the Christian forces now 
marching toii'ards Eg>-pt 
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Time will not allow a full description of the 
bloody battle which took place between the Chris- 
tians and the Pagans, or of the magic arts practised 
by the fell Enchanter Osmond, who strove with all 
his power to overthrow or circumvent the former ; 
or how he raised an army of evil spirits from the 
earth, the air, and fire, and water ; and besides a 
mighty tempest by which huge oaks were torn 
up by the roots, houses and temples were unroofed, 
and men and horses carried high up into the air 
and let down again with terrific crashes. 

While the tempest was raging, they charged 
into the Christian host with flaming falchions, 
firing their horses* manes, burning their trappings, 
and consuming their banners ; but undaunted they 
stood, headed by St. George and the six other 
Champions, till the Pagan forces were compelled 
at length to give way and to retire from the field. 

The acts of the Enchanter were not yet con- 
cluded, for he erected a magic tent, with arts so 
subtle, that the interior seemed like a large country 
full of gardens, fields^ and orchards, and palaces. 
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There he caused six of his spirits to assume the 
guise of six lovely princesses travelling the country 
round in search of six gallant knights who would 
break some lances in their services. By artful 
guile the seeming royal ladies persuaded the six 
Champions to accompany them to their pavilion, 
where they announced that a right royal banquet 
was prepared to do them honour. 

The Champions departed, unsuspicious of ill; 
but day after day passed by and they did not 
return. The troops, by degrees, began to com- 
plain that they were left without their leaders ; 
when St. George, inquiring into the matter, right 
wisely supposed that it might be some cunning 
device of the Enchanter Osmond. 

On inquiring of his slave, the Giant Orcus, he 
found that this was indeed too true, and that the 
Knights were kept in servile bonds in the magic 
pavilion. Addressing his warriors, he told them 
of the discovery he had made, when, with loud 
shouts, they vowed to follow wherever he might 
lead. 
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Thus trusting in the noble Champion, they 
neither feared the Necromancer's charms, the 
flaming dragons, the fierce drakes, the flashing 
lurid lights, or the legions of hideous monsters 
armed with burning falchions which surrounded 
them as they marched towards the enchanted 
pavilion. Far more dangerous were the sounds of 
sweet music which struck upon their ears, and the 
enchanting sights which their eyes beheld, as they 
surrounded the magic tent ; but St George, recol- 
lecting the honour of his knighthood, let drive at 
the tent with his sword so furiously that he cut it 
into a thousand pieces ; when there was exposed 
to view the fell Enchanter Osmond, sitting on a 
rock of iron, feeding hideous spirits, who obeyed 
his will, with drops of blood. 

The Champion and his soldiers rushed upon 
him so furiously that, seizing him unawares, they 
carried him off" and bound him with chains to the 
root of a blasted oak, whence neither his own art 
nor all the spirits he once commanded could release 
him. 
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St George then set at liberty the six captive 
Knights, when the lovely princesses, turning 
into their proper shapes of six hideous spirits, 
flew off with loud shrieks and hisses through 
the air. 

The Necromancer then shrieking forth that all 
his magic arts and devices had come to naught, 
tore out his eyes; bit his tongue in two, because 
that it had so often uttered curses; cut off his 
hands, which had held his silver wand, the cause of 
so much evil ; and finally ended his existence by 
devouring his own inside, dying thus a warning to 
all magicians for future ages. 

This adventure being happily terminated, the 
Christian army advanced towards Egypt and 
Persia ; nor did the Champions ever again sheathe 
their swords or unlock their armour till the sub- 
version of those ancient empires was accom^ 
plished. This being done, they took truce of the 
world, and triumphantly marched towards Chris- 
tendom ; in which journey they erected many 
stately monuments in remembrance of their 
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victories and heroical achievements ; and through 
every country that they marched there flocked to 
them an innumerable company of Pagans, that 
desired to follow St George into Christendom, 
protesting that they wished to forsake their heathen 
gods, whose worshippers' chief delight is in the 
shedding of human blood and every cruelty. To 
their requests St. George at once condescended, 
not only in granting them their desires, but also in 
honouring them with the favour of his princely 
countenance. 

Once more did the gallant Champion return to 
England, with the faithful De Fistycuff, and this 
time he invited the other six Champions to accom- 
pany him. 

Pen would fail properly to describe the mag- 
nificent entertainments with which they were 
honoured, and the pleasant time they spent there, 
before they again set forward on their adven- 
tures. 

There, sad to relate, the Princess Sabra sickened 
and died, and with grief and anguish St. George 
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raised a magnificent tomb to her memory, and 
placed it above her grave. Then, after embracing 
his three young sons, he pnce more set out on his 
travels. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



Numberless were the strange adventures in 
which the gallant Champions of Christendom were 
engaged, and numberless the noble deeds they 
performed ; of the greater number of which this 
history, by stem necessity, must be silent, and 
many of which can be but briefly described. 

For many years St. George had travelled up 
and down the world, the faithful De Fistycuff by 
his side, nor had news of them been received in 
England. His three noble sons had now grown to 
man's estate, and had received the honour of 
knighthood from their sovereign. When, as they 
were visiting one night their mother's tomb, her 
spirit, in the gentle form she wore on earth, rose 
from out of it before their enravished eyes, and 
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counselled them, as they loved their honoured 
father's memory, to go and search him out, and 
bring him back in safety to his native land. 
Thus having spoken, with a sweet smile, she 
vanished from their sight. 

Well furnished, they set off from England. 
Scarcely had they travelled far through Normandy, 
than, as they were passing through a wood, a loud 
shriek assailed their ears. Charging amid the 
trees, they beheld a lovely damsel in the hands of 
a dozen armed men ; fierce pirates, from their dress 
and weapons, they appeared. With the war-cry of 
their father's name, they rushed on the marauders, 
and as none would yield, they slew them all, and 
then loosed the lady and her attendants, whom the 
pirates had bound to the surrounding trees. 

With grateful words and tears, which chased 
each other down her cheeks of lily-white, she told 
them that she was the daughter of a Duke, whose 
castle was hard by. Then the three young 
Knights were sumptuously entertained and pressed 
by the Duke to stay ; but mindful of their duty. 
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they speedily set forth again to search out their 
father. 

They journeyed on for many days, through 
countries where no houses or habitations were to 
be found; they rested, therefore, at night in the 
woods or on the open downs, having only the starry 
firmament for their canopy. Thus sweetly reposing 
on their mother earth, they slept as soundly as if 
they had rested on beds of feathers, and had been 
surrounded with curtains of the purest Arabian 
silk. 

One night they had been sleeping securely, until 
such time as Aurora began to gild the firmament 
with her bright rays and to usher in Phoebus's 
golden light, when suddenly a terrific noise, which 
seemed to arise from some deep abyss, and to be 
about to rend the rocks asunder, assailed their 
ears. 

Awaking, they leapt to their feet, and buckling 

on their armour, stood on their guard. High time 

it was for them so to do; had they slept but 

another minute sad would have been their fate. As 

o 
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they gazed around, to discover whence the noise 
could have proceeded, they saw coming towards 
them a most hideous monster, of excessive size and 
terrible shape. His eyes were like burning saucers, 
so round and large were they ; his mouth was like 
that of some huge bird of prey, and his front claws 
were like those of eagles, but infinitely larger and 
sharper ; he had ears like a fox, with a scaly 
breast, and wings like a bird ; but his body was 
shaggy, and his hinder feet were like those of a 
lion. 

Again and again he roared most terrifically, and 
as he moved along, his head reached high up among 
the boughs of the tallest trees. Their three horses, 
as he drew near, snorted and stamped on the earth, 
rearing up with terror, and almost broke from the 
ropes which secured them, for the young Knights, 
disdaining to fly, as they might have done, had 
kept on foot. They felt, also, how perfectly and 
completely they could trust each other ; and thus 
they stood, fearless of the coming danger. 

The monster, with loud cries, spreading, out his ^ 
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wings, and lifting up his terrible talons, Pushed 
towards them. Side by side, at a little distance 
apart, they stood ready to receive him. H6 ran at 
the centre one, who, stepping back a pace^ made a 
furious cut at him with his sword, while the other 
two assailed him on either side. Quick as hail fell 
their blows on his hard sides, but, hard and tough 
as was his skin, their sharp swords sooft found 
entrance, and the blood of the monster began td 
flow in torrents, rising quickly over their feet, for 
they fought in a valley from whence there w^s no 
jneans for it to escape; blood not being able of. 
itself to run up-hill in any way more easily than 
water, which cannot do it at all* The youtig 
Knights thus saw that if they desired to Escape 
drowning, they must finish the combat without 
further delay; the odour of the monster was 
excessively disagreeable to their olfactory nerves, 
being like the essence of ten thousand pole-cats, 
weasels, skunks, ferrets, and similar vermin* 

Now they plied their blows more furiously than 
ever, till at length Sir Guy, the eldest^ plunged his 

o 2 
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weapon into the monster's scaly breast, and roars of 
pain and rage, louder than that which ten thousand 
elephants, lions, and donkeys united could make, 
were sent forth by the terrific brute, who threw 
himself headlong on the gallant Knights ; but they 
nimbly skipped out of the way ; and, as his face 
lay submerged in his own blood, they again thrust 
their swords into his back and sides, while 
thousands of bubbles, floating up from the surface 
of the pool of blood, showed that, at length, he had 
breathed out his hideous life. 

The Knights, having ascertained that he was 
dead, retired from the field ; the neighbourhood 
of which soon became unbearable, from the 
horrid odour which proceeded from it. Having 
thus washed away all the stains of the combat 
in a neighbouring stream, for they were all three 
very nice young men and hated to be more 
dirty than was necessary, they proceeded on 
their journey. 

Time will not allow me to dwell long on their 
subsequent adventures. 
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As they journeyed on, faint and weary and 
sadly wanting refreshment, they met a herald 
loudly proclaiming on his brazen horn the greatest 
rewards to whoever would slay the monster Pongo, 
who was ravaging the country. 

They stopped him and told him that they had 
slain the monster. On this, after they had shown 
him where the brute lay, the herald conducted 
them to the court of the King, who received 
them with unbounded joy, and loaded them with 
honours. 

Now it had happened that, while the monster 
Pongo was ravaging the country, and the King 
and all his court and ministers and generals 
and his army were distracted and entirely beside 
themselves, a band of pirates, led by a noted chief, 
had landed on their shores, and carried off the 
fair and young daughter of the King, the Princess 
Urania. 

No sooner did the young Knights hear the 
tale than they offered to go in search of her, as 
a work worthy of their arms. In a stout vessel, 
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rowed by sturdy men, they set forth. Many tem- 
pests they met with, and much were they tossed 
about by the waves. Little did they think at 
the time that their honoured sire and his six 
friends, the other Champions of Christendom, 
were likewise making a long voyage, and were 
the sport of the winds and waves; the only 
powers, indeed, which could make sport of such 
doughty Knights. Weeks had passed away, and 
still they were ploughing the waves, and wishing 
that Britannia, when she was about it, had ruled 
them straighter, when they perceived, at a distance, 
several vessels. 

They made towards them. A desperate com- 
bat was taking place, and fierce pirates, with 
burning torches in their hands, were endeavouring 
to set fire to the barks of their opponents. 

On the deck of one of them, yet at a little 
distance, who should they behold but two of the 
great Champions of Christendom, their honoured 
father, St. George, and his dear friend, St. 
Andrew, standing calm and undismayed, waiting 
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the time for their vessel to E^pproach near enough 
to take part in the combat. As they guessed, 
rightly, the rest of the Champions lay on their 
couches below, overcome by the power of the 
sea, wishing themselves safe on dry land again, 
and caring very little whether they then and there 
went to the bottom. 

Instantly the three young Knights, urging on 
their bark, threw themselves on the pirates, 
whom, after a desperate combat, they compelled 
to surrender ; many having leaped overboard, and 
others having been slain. One of the pirate 
vessels was almost in a sinking state. A cry 
proceeded from her hold ; it was that of a female 
in distress. 

The young Knights rushed on board, when, 
ere the vessel sank, they drew forth a young and 
lovely damsel, and carried her in safety to their 
own bark. A few words sufficed to tell them that 
she was no other than the Princess Urania, of 
whom they were in search. 

St. George was highly delighted with the 
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prowess of his sons, and he and his friends 
accompanied them to the court of Urania*s father, 
where they were all, as might have been expected, 
sumptuously entertained. 

From thence they again set forth in search of 
fresh adventures, which were no less wonderful than 
those I have already narrated, but which require a 
longer pen than mine to tell. 



t » 



CHAPTER XV. 



Time, which spares not kings or princes, any more 
than other people, at length laid his heavy hand 
on the Seven Great Champions of Christendom, 
and eke on their once doughty Squires. Hard 
knocks in battles and tournaments, voyages by 
sea, and travels by land, hard fare as well as 
gay revellings, fights with giants, monsters, wild 
beasts, and evil spirits had done their work, 
unnerved their once iron arms, and turned their 
raven or auburn locks to gray; while from their 
chins, instead of full bushy beards, hung down long 
silvery streamers of white ; and those lion voices, 
which once had been heard high above the din of 
battle, and had braved kings on their thrones and 
giants in their dens, were now changed to weak 
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and trembling trebles, which could scarce be 
heard even above the summer breeze. 

First, of St. Patrick I will tell. Laying aside 
his lance and trusty sword and armour, which he 
committed to the care of his ancient follower and 
faithful squire, Terence O'Grady (now the father of 
a fine family, and settled on his own estate in 
Ireland, which has been handed down to his 
descendants from generation to generation), he 
assumed the humble palmer's g^ise, and resolved 
to wander up and down the world, not, as before, 
to perform feats of arms, but to collect all sorts of 
information which might be useful to his beloved 
native land, where he proposed ultimately to lay 
his bones. 

No longer was he accompanied by his faithful 
Terence, but solitary and alone did the aged 
Palmer go forth. Great as he was, many sin? had 
he to mourn, and much had he to be sorry for, 

Among the things he mpst regretted were the 
opportunities he had lost of doing good, and ot 
gaining that knowledge which would have made 
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him useful in his generation. However, he thought 
that he would make amends for his early neglect ; 
but even the great Saint had to learn that lost 
opportunities in the days of our youth and strength 
can seldom or never be recovered when years 
advance with rapid strides and lay a heavy hand 
upon us. Thus, resting on his staff, with a scallop 
shell in front of his broad-brimmed hat, in russet 
coat and wallet at his bs^ck, the old hero set out 
once more on his adventurous journey. 

Many strange adventures even then befell him. 
Often was he assailed by fierce temptations, but 
bravely he resisted them, as he h^d done his 
enemies- of old. The laws £^nd institiftions of 
foreign countries were the chief objects of his 
nquiries, Nothing came amiss to him ; he asked 
about everything he saw, and never seemed weary 
of gaining information. Even into cook-shops and 
kitchens he found his way ; and some assert that 
the Irish from him learned how to cook potatoes 
properly, though I do not see exactly hpw that can 
be the case, seeing, as may be remembered, that 
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potatoes came from America, and that America 
did not happen to be known in those days. 
Perhaps he, however, may have been over there 
unknown to the rest of the world. Others say 
that, at all events, he introduced the Irish-stew ; 
but to that there seems also some little objection of 
the same character, as " praties " enter largely into 
its composition. 

Then, again, that objection is overruled by those 
who assert that some other root or some cereal 
might have been used in their stead. No true 
Irishman, however, doubts the following fact, which 
is about to be described. 

Travelling onwards, he at length reached a part 
of Africa, often much infested by serpents. He 
was there told of a rare and wonderful means 
which the inhabitants employed to get rid of the 
serpents. Having caught them, they tied fish- 
hooks to their tails. No sooner did the serpents 
find this incumbrance attached to them, than in 
their rage they never failed to turn round and bite 
at their other extremities. In this way they in- 
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variably caught their mouths in the hooks, and 
thus being turned into hoops or rings, from which 
uncomfortable position being utterly unable to 
escape, they were easily caught up on long sticks 
and thrown over the left shoulder into the nearest 
lake or river, from which they were certain nevei 
again to come back. 

This was only one, it must be remembered, of 
the many important pieces of information that 
blessed Saint and great man St. Patrick picked up 
in his later travels. Some say that he taught the 
Irish to read and write. Certain, at all events, it is 
that he introduced that fine and glorious weapon, 
the shillelagh, among them ; and, moreover, taught 
them the use of it, for which his memory is ever to 
be held in due reverence, not to speak of many 
other reasons why he should be loved and admired 
by all the sons of Erin. 

At length St. Patrick, feeling that his latter 
days were approaching, got back safe to Old 
Ireland, there firmly purposed to leave his bones. 
The country at that time, there can be no manner 
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of doubt about it, was overrun with serpents, big 
and little, in great numbers, whose bite was so 
venomous that, if a man got stung by one of them, 
he in a minute or less swelled up into a mountain. 
So the people came to St. Patrick — for to whom 
else should they go, seeing that, of course, he was 
one of the wisest men in the kingdom } — and they 
told him that it was their firm belief that the whole 
land, from north to south, would be depopulated 
before long if the snakes were not driven out of it. 
So, just then thinking of something else, he told 
them to take their shillelaghs and to knock the 
snakes on the head, and to drive them into the sea 
he himself setting the example ; and right lustily 
he laid about him, as he was wont to do in his 
early days, among Pagan hosts, or wild beasts, or 
giants, or ogres. 

Suddenly, as he was attacking a monstrous 
serpent wriggling about before him, he recollected 
the way in which he had seen the snakes got rid of 
in Africa. So, ordering all the fish-hooks to be 
procured throughout Ireland to be brought to him, 
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he had them tied on to the tails of all the serpents 
to be found. Instantly the Serpents were turned 
into hoops, and calling his faithful followers, he 
showed them how to ring them all on their 
shillelaghs. This done, staggering away with them 
at their backs, all the serpents, and siiakes^ and 
vipers were carried off to the sea, into which they 
were thrown and drowned, and from that day to 
this not one has ever ventured to come back to the 
shores of Old Ireland,*and none ever willj that we 
may be assured. 

After this great and important achievement, the 
pious Saint wished to retire altogether from public 
life. So he had a hermitage cut for himself out of 
a big gray moss-overgrown rock, on an island in a 
lake surrounded by trees, where very few people 
ever thought of coming to see him ; but some good 
pious families, who lived near, used to take him fish 
and other provisions, to supply his daily wants, 
which were, indeed, but few. 

There he lived on for some years, his existence 
being neither ver>^ useful nor very interesting, and 
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the puzzle was how he managed to pass his time. 
His hair grew longer than ever, and so did his 
nails ; and at length it was discovered that he was 
with them, day after day, engaged in digging his 
own grave. Like the mole, working away, he 
turned up the earth till he had made it deep 
enough and long enough to suit his taste. When 
it was completed he laid himself down in it, weary 
of the world, and never rose from it again. 

When the peasants came the next morning, 
they found the old Saint dead ; so mournfully they 
threw back the earth he had turned up ; and many 
years afterwards, the exact spot being ascertained, 
a magnificent church was raised over it to his 
memory. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



Pen would fail to write, or man to tell, all the 
gallant achievements which the noble Knight, 
St. David of Wales, and his faithful Squire, 
Owen ap Rice, performed during their foreign 
travels. 

At length even they began to weary of the 
constant hazardous adventures in which they were 
engaged. Age had begun to dim the lustre of 
St. David's eye, and to unnerve his arm, but not 
to lower the courage of his heart. 

News was now brought him that an army of 
Pagan barbarians was about to attack his native 
land. No time was to be lost if he would render 
service to his country. On his homeward way he 
collected all the gallant knights, and their squires. 
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and men-at-arms, with whom he and the faithful 
Owen had, in their travels, become acquainted. 
Thus, by the time he reached the borders of Wales, 
he had assembled an army which, though small, 
was well able to perform deeds such as ten times 
the number of ordinary men would not have dared 
to attempt. 

Sad was the state of Wales when they entered 
it in battle-array, seeking the enemy — towns were 
unpeopled, houses overthrown, monasteries pillaged, 
corn-fields burnt, farms destroyed, while from the 
caves and woods came forth the unhappy people, 
to welcome him as their deliverer and to pray for 
his success. 

These sights so fired the spirit of the aged 

Champion, that he vowed never to rest till he had 

driven the enemy from his native soil. Still the 

task was no easy one. They were very numerous, 

fierce and brave, and trained to arms. 

The aged bards of Wales struck their harps 
to encourage the warriors to strive bravely in the 

fight. 
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It was, however, discovered that many recreant 
knights had joined the forces of the Pagans ; they 
and their followers being habited in armour little 
differing from that of the Champion of Wales and 
those knights who had accompanied him from 
abroad. 

Summoning his warriors around him, he ad- 
dressed them in a speech which encouraged and 
animated their valour to the highest pitch. Thus 
he concluded : 

" Then follow me, my gallant warriors I 1 will 
give the signal for the onset, which will lay 
thousands of our foemen low ; and see, for my 
ensign, I do wear upon my burgonet this leek, 
which will, if we gain the victory, be ever after 
held in honour throughout Wales, and on this 
first day of March be worn by all Welshmen in 
commemoration of our victory." 

Thrice struck the bards their harps, while 
cheers, loud and long, replied to the speech, each 
warrior of Wales forthwith plucking up a great 

leek, and placing it on his casque, or headpiece, 

p 2 
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so that in the thickest fight friends might be known 
from foes. 

Now there stepped forth a bard, and struck a 
mournful strain. 

" Sad, sad are the notes I sing, 
And sad the news I bring, 
For many a gallant knight, and many a warrior bold. 

Will fall to-day, 
And turn to clay. 
Before swift time grows old. 
The noblest and the best before the eve must die, 
Ere the fell Pagan host are taught to turn and fly." 

These words struck the gallant old Champion's 
ears. He had never at any time thought little of 
his own prowess, while he, like a true patriot, had- 
always been ready to sacrifice himself for the 
good of his country. He resolved, accordingly, 
should the tide of battle set strong against his 
followers, to charge onward amid the hosts of the 
enemy, and to fall nobly among them, knowing 
that his friends, for the love they bore him, would, 
for the sake of recovering his body, charge into the 
midst of the foe, and assuredly retrieve the fortunes 
of the day. 
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With a cheerful voice, as if he had been giving 
orders for the commencement of a tournament, 
the noble old Champion gave the promised signal 
for the onset. Furiously charged the army of 
Welshmen. Bravely were they met by their Pagan 
foes, who, with valour worthy of a better cause, 
charged in return, and many on both sides sunk 
on the ensanguined plain never to rise again. 

Knight after knight sank down under the 
terrific blows of the Pagan clubs and battle-axes, 
till there seemed but little prospect that the patriot 
army would gain the victory. In vain the Christian 
army shouted and charged. The sturdy Pagans 
refused to give way. 

At length, St. David, recollecting the words 
uttered by the prophetic bard in the morning, 
assembled round him his bravest knights, and, 
throwing up his visor, exhibited his countenance, 
whereon sat a beaming smile expressive of 
patriotism and valour. 

" One of the noblest in the land, it is said, must 
this day fall before the battle is won ! " he ex- 
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claimed. *' If such I am, then happy shall I be to 
be thus honoured in my death. Charge! brave 
knights, charge ! " 

With these words, the last he ever uttered, the 
noble Champion rushed into the thickest of the 
fight, where a hundred battle-axes rattled on his 
helmet, a hundred swords were pointed at his side, 
a hundred spears thrust against his fearless breast, 
and a hundred arrows shot at his head. Pierced 
by a hundred wounds he fell, but his followers 
bravely avenged his death. The Pagan hordes 
were put to flight ; and St. David has ever since, 
even to the present day, been held in affectionate 
remembrance, as he fully deserved, by all Welsh- 
men. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



St. Denis of France, like his brother Champions, 
much desired, after his long wanderings, to see 
once more the smiling fields of la belle France, 
and thus he, too, followed by the faithful Le 
Crapeau, turned his steps homeward. Time had 
not failed to leave its hoaiy marks on him, and 
his snowy locks and flowing beard showed full 
well that the winter of his life had at length 
overtaken him. Still he kept his armour on, 
though his shrunken forni often seemed to rattle 
within it; and the chill blasts, as they entered 
the crevices, blew round and round him, and 
made him often wish for his arm-chair and dress- 
ing-gown and slippers, as does many another 
elderly gentleman, who would be far wiser if he 
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kept by his own fireside, instead of allowing him- 
self to be dragged about the world, in search of a 
very doubtful sort of advantage or amusement for 
the younger branches of his family. 

St. Denis had not neglected in his travels to 
discover many things which he thought might be 
with advantage introduced into his native country. 
He taught the people how to cultivate the vine, 
and make chauss^ roads, though the latter were 
never very satisfactory. But many cunning arts 
and manufactures also he introduced from the far 
East, of which there is not space now to speak. 
The greatest benefit, however, he conferred on his 
countrymen was in instructing them in the impor- 
tant art of cookery. Fricassees and ragouts were 
by his means brought to great perfection, and, 
more than all, he instructed them how to dress 
frogs and snails, of which art they were before his 
time totally ignorant. Who could ever imagine 
that there was a time when Frenchmen knew 
nothing of that important part of the culinary 
art ? Till St. Denis, the hero of a hundred fights, 
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aided by the faithful Le Crapeau, caught the frogs 
and cooked them^ and, moreover, eat them, the 
ignorant Frenchmen could not believe that they 
were intended to be used as food. 

But mark the ingratitude of a people — the 
fickleness of a crowd. The great St. Denis, who 
had fought so long, and upheld the name of 
France in so many strange lands, was accused by 
a recreant knight of heresy and of high treason, 
and of endeavouring to introduce bad and mis- 
chievous customs among the people. 

Old as he was, although he had long laid aside 
his armour, the fire of his youth burned up within 
him, and he challenged his malignant accuser to 
mortal combat. 

The Champion and the false knight met ; but 
the latter, by the arts of a wicked enchanter, had 
come so prepared by talismans for the fight that 
all the skill and courage of St. Denis could not 
overthrow him. 

Again and again the aged Champion charged 
with all the agility and courage of a young man, 
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and few would have supposed that he who sat 
within that iron mask, and wielded that heavy 
lance, had seen near eighty winters pass over his 
hoary head. Once more he charged — ^his lance 
was shivered, and he was borne helpless to the 
ground. 

Then were the evil designs of his Tell enemy 
victorious. He was condemned to death. No 
rescue came; and he was led, yet habited in his 
armour, to the block. With a courageous look he 
lay down his head ; but scarcely had the axe of 
the cruel executioner fallen upon it than a fearful 
tempest burst forth. The headsman, the recreant 
knight, and all who had assisted willingly at the 
execution were struck to the ground, becoming 
black masses of cinder, by a flash of fearful 
lightning ; and then the people learned and 
acknowledged that right and justice were on 
the Champion's side. 

Monuments were built and churches erected to 
his memory, and he was ever after reverenced as 
the Patron Saint of France and of all Frenchmen. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 



St. James, as long as his arm could wield a lance 
continued his heroic combats with Pagans and 
infidels of all sorts, magicians and necromancers 
giants and ogres, wild beasts and evil spirits of 
every kind, sort, and description ; but he, at 
length, too, finding his strength departing, and 
his hair growing gray, resolved to return home. 
One day, however, as he was about to put on his 
armour, to ride forth as usual, he discovered that 
he could scarcely lift it. 

"The time has come, my faithful Pedrillo, 
when no longer as a steel-clad knight, but as a 
humble pilgrim, I must wander through the 
world," he remarked, sitting down again on the 
couch from which he had risen. "Go forth, my 
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faithful Squire, and purchase me a palmer's habit, 
a hat of gray colour, and a broad scallop shell. 
Never more will I put on yonder coat of steel. 
I should but disgrace the name I have so long 
borne as one of the bravest knights of Chris- 
tendom." 

[Well would it be if other generals and admirals 
would take a hint from St. James, and, following 
his example, would retire, when their powers are 
failing them, from public life.] 

With a sigh the faithful Pedrillo went forth, 
and procured, as he was directed, a palmer's habit 
for his master and one for himself. Their armour 
being packed up and carried on their war-steeds, 
they now, as pilgrims, journeyed homewards ; but 
all who met them knew full well what they had 
been, and even midnight robbers and outlaws 
respected them, and allowed them to pass un- 
molested. 

Thus travelling on they reached at length the 
wide plains of sunny Spain. There St. James 
resolved to build a chapel, and to devote himself 
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to its service. He erected also a hermitage hard 
by, where he and his faithful Pedrillo, who would 
not quit him, took up their abode as hermits. 
Then the peasantry from far and near came to 
visit them. Much good advice St. James could 
give them, and many things he taught them, while 
numberless were the strange stories he could tell 
of the wonderful things he had seen and done in 
foreign lands. 

In time his chapel, from the gifts brought to it, 
became one of the richest in the land ; and this so 
excited the envy and anger of the monks of a 
neighbouring convent, that they conspired together 
to accuse him of necromancy and other terrible 
crimes. 

St James boldly refuted the accusations, and 
offered once more to try his lance against any friar 
among them who was man enough to put on 
armour and meet him in single combat ; but they 
all declined the honour, though they did not the 
less hurl their invectives against him, and seek 
opportunities for his destruction. 
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At lengthy he and some of his more pious 
fellow-worshippers were caught one day inside 
their chapel. The doors were closed upon them, 
and the wicked monks, hiring a band of Pagan 
mercenaries, had them all shot to death by 
poisoned arrows. In spite of the pain they suf- 
fered, the saint and his companions continued 
singing their hymns to the last, while a bright 
silvery light burst forth in the chapel — so says 
the ancient chronicler — ^which continued burning 
glorious as ever ; and when at length the chapel 
was opened, the body of St. James and the bodies 
of his companions were found to be perfectly 
embalmed. Then they were placed in marble 
tombs with silver lids ; and, to the present' day, 
St. James, by all real Spaniards, is held in the 
highest esteem and reverence. 




CHAPTER XIX. 



About the same time that his brother knights 
ended their martial career, St. Anthony, with his 
faithful follower, Niccolo, likewise for the same 
reason, resolved to turn his face homewards. 
Rome was the city of his birth, and to Rome he 
went 

Rome was a Christian city, but there were still 
many Pagans in the neighbourhood, and many of 
the shrines had as yet scarcely been accom- 
modated to the new faith, so that the pious 
St. Anthony had considerable difficulty in distin- 
guishing one from the other. This very much 
grieved his heart. Even when he went among 
the priests he could not always make out to 
which faith they belonged. They made him long 
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harangues, and assured him that their great wish 
was to develope their ancient and time-honoured 
institutions into whatever form was likely to prove 
most popular. 

St Anthony, who was a simple-minded man, 
was sorely puzzled by all this ; so, after vainly 
endeavouring to comprehend the state of things in 
the ancient capital of the world, he retired to a 
hermitage, where he lived for the remainder of 
his days ; nor would he ever again enter Rome. 
Thus, in the fragrant odour of sanctity, he died 
at a green old age. 




CHAPTER XX. 



St. George and St Andrew were the last of all 
the Seven Champions who remained together, 
rivalling each other in gallant deeds of arms. 

Where breathes the Scotchman who does not 
desire, when his life's work seems almost done, to 
return once more to scent the air of his own free 
heathery hills, to climb their rocky heights, and 
to wander around their fertile vales ? Strongly 
did the desire to turn homeward seize the heart of 
Scotland's Champion. He, however, did not lay 
aside his spear and sword ; but old as he was, still 
clad in his armour, bestriding his war-horse, and 
followed by the faithful Murdoch, he kept steadily 
travelling on, day by day, towards the north. 

Thus should the true knight do. Life is a 
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battle from beginning to the end — as the brave St. 
Andrew well knew ; and never should the armour, 
the shield, or sword, be laid aside till death strikes 
the knell which summons the warrior from the 
world. 

Many were the adventures he and the faithful 
Murdoch met with on their journey. More than 
one giant was slain, numbers of unhappy people 
released from slavery, and many districts cleared 
of wild beasts, before the aged Knight and his 
faithful Squire reached the fair shores of Scotia. 

The fame of their deeds had goae before them, 
and all the nobility of the realm and a vast con- 
course of people assembled to do them honour. 
It was a proud day for the aged St. Andrew, 
when, clothed in his well-worn suit of armour, 
with Murdoch M^Alpine of that ilk, carrying his 
spear by his side, he rode through the streets of 
auld Reekie, with the shouts of the delighted popu- 
lace sounding in his ears and singing his praises. 

" Long live St. Andrew ! Long live St. 
Andrew 1 Wherever the Scottish name is known 
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there will we Scotchmen boast of our own St. 
Andrew — of the gallant deeds he has done — of the 
name and of the fame he has won ! " 

Such were the cries which from far and near 
saluted his ears. 

A grand tournament was also given in St. 
Andrew's honour, at which the aged Knight sat as 
umpire, though he wisely refrained from running 
a tilt, much as his heart tempted him to put on 
armour for the occasion. 

Soon after this, being assured that feats of 
arms were no longer suited to him, he resolved to 
instruct his countrymen in certain important 
branches of knowledge which he had acquired in 
his foreign travels. To prepare himself for this 
new work, he retired to a hermitage he had built 
high up on the side of a mountain. Thither, 
however, in a short time, resorted to him all the 
youths of aspiring minds who desired to acquire 
information, and to receive instruction from the 
sage. Thus, in process of time, the rude hut 
became a spot celebrated for learning and piety. 
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There, happily and usefully employed, the old 
warrior spent many years of his declining life. 
But, alas ! what virtue, what piety, can enable a 
man to escape from the snares of enemies and 
detractors ? Accused of witchcraft and other mal- 
practices, the aged saint was brought before some 
stern judges, who forthwith condemned him to 
death. Scarcely, however, had his head been cut 
off than his innocence was discovered, and a 
church was raised to his memory ; and he has 
ever since been held in honourable recollection by 
all Scotchmen, as the Champion of whom his 
country should be proud — a knight sam peur et 
sans reproche. 

Such, however, is the way of the world. 




CHAPTER XXI. 



The last Champion who appears in this wondrous, 

strange, and eventful history is the great St. 
George. Towards the fair land of his birth, right 
merrie England, he, too, when he found age creep- 
ing on him, resolved to turn his steps. Still, 
lance in hand, and clad in steel, his brave lion 
heart yet undaunted, with the faithful De Fisty- 
cuff by his side, he at length homeward set his 
eyes. His faithful chronicler relates numberless 
adventures he met with, scarcely less marvellous 
than those he encountered in his youth. Many a 
hard blow he got, which he was still able to return 
with interest, ably seconded by De Fistycuff, 
though, it must be confessed, his Squire had grown 
somewhat obese and unwieldy. 

At length, the chalky cliffs of Britain, which 
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for twice twelve years the noble Champion had 
never seen, came in sight. Joyful to him was the 
prospect ; more joyful still the towns and villages, 
the pleasant aspect of the fields, and the green 
waving woods, as he travelled on towards Coventry. 
There, with warm greetings, the inhabitants of 
high and low degree received him. 

Sadness, however, he saw on the countenances 
of many ; and this was owing, as the veracious 
chronicler, from whose erudite work this history 
is drawn, informs us, to "a doleful report — ^how, 
upon Dunmore Heath, there raged up and down 
an infectious dragon, that so annoyed the country 
that the inhabitants thereabouts could not pass 
by without great danger ; how that fifteen knights 
of the kingdom had already lost their lives in 
adventuring to suppress the same." 

St. George no sooner heard thereof, and what 
wrongs his country received by this infectious 
dragon, than he purposed to put the adventure to 
trial, and either to free the land from so great a 
danger or to finish his days in the attempt So, 
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taking leave of all present, he rode forward with 
as noble a spirit as he did in Africa, when he 
combated the mighty green dragon. 

So, coming to the middle of the plain, he there 
saw his dreadful enemy, crouching on the ground 
in a deep cave. The monster, by a strange instinct 
knowing that his death drew nigh, made such a 
hideous yelling that it seemed as if the sky was 
bursting with thunder and the earth rocking with 
an earthquake. Then, bounding forth from his 
den, and espying the aged Champion, he ran with 
a fury so great against him as if he would devour 
both Knight and steed, armour and all, in a mo- 
ment. But the brave St. George, knowing well 
how to deal with dragons, and all such-like 
monsters, quickly wheeled his horse out of his 
way, and with such force did the monster rush on 
that he drove his sting full three feet into the 
ground. Returning again, however, with furious 
rage, he made at the Knight, and would have 
carried both him and his charger to the ground, 
but that St. George, thrusting his spear at his 
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throat, the monster, to avoid it, threw himself back, 
and fell happily over, with his back on the turf 
and his feet in the air, wriggling about all the 
time his long forked tail. Whereat the noble 
Champion taking advantage, leaped from his 
horse, and, throwing down his sword, seized him 
in his arms before he could rise, and pressed his 
huge body so tightly in his arms, and held him 
there, that he squeezed the very life out of him ; 
but alas ! the dragon's sting annoyed the good 
Knight in such sort, that the dragon being no 
sooner slain and weltering in his venomous gore, 
than St. George likewise took his death's wound 
by the deep strokes of the dragon's sting, which he 
received in divers parts of his body, and bled in 
such abundance that his strength began to enfeeble 
and grow weak ; yet, retaining his true nobleness 
of mind, he valiantly returned victor to the city of 
Coventry, where all the inhabitants stood without 
the gates to receive him in great royalty, and to 
give him the honour that belonged to so worthy a 
conqueror. 
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No sooner, alas 1 had the brave old Knight 
arrived before the city, and presented the people 
with the head of the dragon which had so long 
annoyed the country, which was borne before him 
by the trusty old De Fistycuff, than, what with the 
abundance of blood that issued from his deep 
wounds, and the long bleeding without stopping 
of the same, he sunk back into the arms pf his 
faithful Squire, and, without a sigh, he yielded up 
his breath. Great was the moan that was made 
for him throughout the country; and all in the 
land, from the King to the shepherd, mourned for 
him for the space of a month. The King also, in 
remembrance of him, ordained for ever after to be 
kept a solemn procession by all the princes and 
chief nobility of the country upon the twenty- 
third day of April, naming it St. George's Day ; 
on which day the brave old Knight was most 
solemnly interred in the city where he was born. 
The King likewise decreed, by the consent of the 
whole kingdom, that the patron of the land should 
be named St. George our Christian Champion, in 
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that he had fought so many battles to the honour 
of Christendom. 

Thus ends the ancient, authentic, and most 
credible chronicle from which I have quoted. 

There are many other documents extant, giving 
accounts of the exploits of St. George's three sons, 
and of the sons of some of the other Champions 
of Christendom; but as I do not consider that 
they emanated from sources so reliable and un- 
exceptionable as those chronicles from which I 
have quoted, I have not thought it advisable to 
introduce them in the present veracious narrative. 



THE END. 




CHARLES DICKSNS AND EVANS, CR\'STAL TALACE PRESS. 



JUVENILE BOOKS 



PUBLISHED BY 



GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND SONS. 



In small 4to, cloth, gilt, price Sx. 6^. ; gilt edges, 9^. 6d, 

Every Bofs Book. A New Edition. Edited by 
Edmund Routledge. A Complete Cyclopaedia of Sport 
and Recreation. With 100 Illustrations and 9 Colouxed 
Plates. 



In 4to, cloth, and royal 8vo, gilt and gilt edges, price 7^* M 
each. Illustrated by the best Artists. 

Great African Travellers^ from Mungo Park to 
Livingstone and Stanley. By W. II. G. Kingston. 
With 150 Illustrations and a Map. 

LUtle Barefoot A Domestic Tale. By Berthold 

AuERBACH. With many Illustrations. 

Household Tales and Fairy Stories. With 380 Illus- 
trations by J. D. Watson, Harrison Weir, and others, 

Christmas Carols. Set to Music With Original 
Illustrations by the Brothers Dalziel. 

National Nursery Rhymes. Set to Music by J. W. 
Elliot. With Original Illustrations, engraved by Dalzisl 
BrotherSi 



iU\x> 3EUtt0trateb Sift §ooha & Jfubjemle SBarks 

PUBLISHBD BY 

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS. 



^ 



Tkg Prince of the House of David, By the Rev. J. H. IngrARAM. 
A new Drawing-room Edition, with Sixty Illustmti(ms by the Best 
Artists. 4to, cloth, gilt edges, xas. 6d. 

Naomi; or, the Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. Webb. A 
New Edition. Illustrated by Steel Plates. 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 
I3S. 6d. 

Discoveries and Inventions of the Nineteenth Century. By 
Robert Routlbdgb, B.Sc., F.C.S., Assistant Examiner in Chemistry 
and Natural Philosophy to the University of London, and J. H. Pkppbr 
(late) of the Polytechnic. With Numerous Illustrations. Cloth gilt, 
X05. 6d. 

The Young Lady's Book, By the Author of " A Trap to catch 
a Sunbeam." An entirely New Book of Occupations, Games, and 
Amusements for Young Ladies. With Numerous Illustrations and 
Coloured Plates. Cloth gilt, &c., xos. 6d.] 

The Adventures of Captain Hatteras, By Jules Verne, i. 
Thb English at the North Polb. a. The Field op Icb. With 
300 Illustrations by Riou. Cloth gilt, xos. 6d. 

A Nro) Work, By Berthold Auerbach. With 300 Original 

Illustrations by Menzel and other Artists. Cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 

The Potmlar Natural History, By the Rev. J. G. Wood, M. A, 
With many Hundred Illustrations. Cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Every Boy's Annual, for 1876. Edited by Edmund Rout- 
ledgs, F.R.G.S. With many Illustrations and Coloured Plates. Qoth 
gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 

TTie Adventures of Johnny Ironsides. By T. GiRARDiN. With 
X15 Illustrations by Emile Bayard. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 

The Field of Ice. By Jules Verne. A Sequel to "The 
English at the North Pole." With xio Illustrations by Riou. Qoth, 
gilt edges, 6s. 

Nine Little Goslings. By Susan Coolidge, Author of ** What 
KatyDid." Cloth gilt, 5s. 

Sunday Eveninp at Honte ; being Stories from History for 
every Sunday in the Year. By the Rev. H. C. Adams, M.A. Second 
Series. With Twelve Illustrations. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 5s. 

Grimm's Fairy Tales. An entirely New fldition. With 
Coloured Plates by Kronheim. Cloth gilt, 5s. 

Memoirs of Celebrated Women, By G. P. R, James. Cloth 

gilt, ss. 
Buttercups and Daisies, A New Book by OscAR PletSCH. 

With Illustrations printed in Colours, by Leighton Brothers. Small 

4to, cloth extra, 5s. 

Little Wide-Awake, for 1876. By Mrs. SALE Barker. With 
nearly^ 400 Illustrations. Picture boards, 3s. ; cloth gilt, with Coloured 
Frontispiece, 5s. 

The Prince of the House of David, A New Edition. With 
Four Coloured Plates and Sixteen page Illustrations. Cloth, gilt* 
3s. 6d. 



Grimnis Household Stories, With 240 Illustrations 
by Wehnert. Crown 8vo. 

Hans Anderstris Stories and Tales. 80 Illustrations^ 

ahd Coloured Plates. 

What the Moon Saw, and other Tales. By Hans 

C Andersen. With 80 Illustrations and Coloured Plates. 

Chimes and Rhymes for Youthful Times, With 
Coloured Plates. (Uniform with ** Schnick-Schnack.") 

Buds and Flowers. A new Coloured Book for 

Children. (Uniform with «' Schnick-Sclmack.") SmaU 
4to, cloth. 

Schnick-Schnack. Trifles for the Little Ones. With 
Coloured Plates. SmaU 4to, cloth. 

Wattis Divine atid Moral Songs, With 108 Wood- 
cuts, engraved by Cooper. 

Original Poems for Infant Minds. By Jane and 

A. Taylor. With Original lUustrations by the best living 
Artists, engraved by J. D. Cooper. 

Little Lays for Little Folk. Selected by J. G. Watts. 

With Original lUustrations by the best Uving Artists, en- 
graved by J. D. Cooper. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

The Picture Book of Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. By 
the Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A. With 350 Illustrations. 
4to, cloth. 

Birds. By the Rev. J. G. 



Wood, M.A. With 242 Illustrations. 4to, doth. 

Mammalia. By the Rev. J* G. 



Wood, M.A. With 250 Illustrations. 4to, doth. 



Routledg^s Five-Shilling Books (continued), 

British Heroes in Foreign Wars, By James Grant, 
With Coloured Plates. 

Don Quixote for Boys. With Coloured Plates by 
Kronheim. 

Wroxby College, By Rev. H. C Adabis. 
Boys. By Lady Barker. With Illustrationa. 

Sunday Evenings at Home. Short Stories suitable for 
Sunday Reading. By the Rev. H. C Adams. With 12 
Illustrations. 



Jfiloutletifle'is JFi&e-SinlImfl 3u&mile Borfta. 

In fcap. Svo and post 8yo, Illustrated by Gilbert, Harvey, 

Foster, and Zwecker, gilt. 



Marryat^s Children of the New 
Forest, 

Marryafs Little Savage, 

IMian*s Golden Hours. By 

SlLVERPEN. 

Boy's Treasury of Shorts and 
Pastifties, 

Entertaining Knowledge, With 
140 Illustrations. 

Pleasant Tales, With 140 
Illustrations. 

Dora and her Papa, By the 
Author of ** Lilian's Golden 
Hours." 

Great Battles of the British 
Army, 

The l^inborough Boys. By 
the Rev. H. C. Adams. 



7>5tf Great Sieges of History. 
With Coloured Plates. 

Cooper's LeaiKerstocJdng Tales, 

Great Battles of the British 
Navy, ' With Coloured 
Plates. 

Memoirs of Great Commanders, 
With Coloured Plates. 

The Playfellow, By Harriet 
Martineau. With 
Coloured Plates. 

The Family Arabian Nights. 
With Coloured Plates. 

The Adventures of Robin Hood. 
With Coloured Plates, 

Holiday Stories. By Lady 
Barker. 



^ 



A NEW SSRIBS OF JUVBNILB WORKS. 
^U Will lUtutiy^^ and bauauf in oh tntinfy /Uw BimUngr* *>fin*sfy tkttpttt 

List of the Series. 

In fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 4^. 6d, each. 

Stephen Scudatnore the Ymnger* 
By A. Locker. 

Hunting Grounds of the Old 



The Orville College Boys. By 
Mrs. Henry Wood. 



Wonderful Inventions^ By 
John Times. 

/Esop's Fables. With Plates 
by H. Weir. 

77te Bo^s Own Country Book, 
By Miller. 

The Forest Ranger, By Major 
Campbell. 

Tales upon Texts, By the Rev. 
H. C. Adams. 

The Illustrated GirVs Own 
Treasury, 

Pictures from Nature, By 
Mary Howitt. 



World, 

Watch the End; or. My 
Father's Garden, ByTHOS. 
Miller. 

Monarchs of the Main, 9y 
Walter Thornbury. 

Roger KyfytCs Ward, By 
W. H. G. Kingston. 

The Man-d -Wat's Bell, A 
Tale of the Sea. By Lieut. 
C. R. Low. 

Life of Richelieu, By William 

ROBSON. 



In fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 4^. each. 
Every GirTs Book, By Miss Lawford. With many 

Illustrations. 

Every Little Bofs Book, By Edmund Routledgb. 

With many Illustrations. 

In doth, gilt, price y, 6d., beautifully printed on toned paper. 

Tke Child's Coloured Gift Book, With 72 pages ol 
Coloured Plates. 

The Chiles Coloured Scripture Book, With 72 pages 
of Coloured Pktes. 

THr Child's Country Book. By Thomas Millek 

With Coloured PiAtea. 



St0tttUbflt*« 3«. 6b. Jfttbenile <S»trit«.--A5rw Volumes. 
Miss Robert^ Fortune: A Story for Girls. By SoPHY WlN- 

THROP. 

Tales of Nethercourt. By the Rev. H. C. AdAMS. 
Romantic Fiction. By De LA MOTTK FOUQUE, 
7^ Magic Ring, By Dk LA MOTTE FouQUE. 

Tke Blue Beard Picture Book. With 32 pM;es of Coloured Pic- 
tures printed by Evans, from Designs by ¥/^Tl]i Cranb. Crown 
4to, handsomely bound in cloth, 3s. 6a. 

%avAXtt%€» <S:0l0ttrtb IM^atb^.— A2w Volumes. 

With Coloured Steel Plates by Kronhkim. Price 3s. 6d. each. 
Captain CooHs Voyages. Edited by Lieutenant C R. Low. 
T7u Adventures of Robin Hood. 
Don Quixote for Boys. 
GrimnCs Household Tales. 

Sllbttm §txitsi, — New Volumes. Price y. 6d. each. 
The Golden Harp Album. With 150 Illustrations. 

Haffpy Child Life, With Twenty-four pages of Pictures by 
Oscar Plstsch, printed in Colours by Clay, Son & Taylor. 

35. Jfttbtnilc §txit»,—New Volume. 

Uncle Tom^s Cabin for Children. Edited by Mrs. CROWE. 

2«. 6b. Jfttbtnile S^txitSi,'-N'ew Volumes. 

Footprints on Lifers Pathway. By Miss Smith. With Illus- 
trations. 

Sceptres and Crowns^ and the Flag of Truce. By Miss 
Wbthbrbll. 

Captain Cook^s Voyages. With Coloured Plates. 

Don Quixote for Boys, With Coloured Plates. 

The Adventures of Robin Hood. With Coloured Plates. 

25. JfttJb^ttile S^tdz»,—New Volumes. 

The Lost Rifle. By the Rev. H. C. Adams. With Illustra- 
tions. 

Watts^s Divine and Moral Songs. About 60 Illustrations. 
Captain Cook^s Voyages. With a Coloured Frontispiece. 

l5. 6b. Jttbcttile §txxtSi.-^New Volume. 
Honour and Glory : A Book for Boys. By Jeannie Herring. 

Shilling ^xibcnile ^mts^.—New Volumes. 
Lily^s Home, By Mrs. SALE BARKER. With 120 Illustrations. 
Ellen and Frank. By Mrs. Perring. 
Aunt Fffie's Rhymes. An entirely New Edition, with many 



L 



New Poems. 



London and New York : George Routledge & Sons. 



k 




GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS' 



CATALOGUE OF 
A THOUSAND 

JUVENILE BOOKS 

Reward and Gift Books 

I 

AND 

CHILDREN'S PICTURE BOOKS. 



" No firm surpasses Messrs. Routledge iu Sixpenny and Shilling 
Picture Story-Books. Could not be better drawn, printed, or coloured, 
if they cost twenty shillings, instead of twelve yenQ%"—Standard, 
December 23, 1870. « • 



LONDON : . THE BROADWAY, LUDGATE. 
New York: 416, Broome Street. 




August, 1878 
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4 GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONSP 

SsvEN-AND-SlXPENNT BooKS, continued. 
«. d, 

7 6 Bonnechose's France. A New Edition. 1873. 
The Language of Flowers. By the Rev. Robert 

Tyas. with 12 pages of Coloured Plates by Kromhbim. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. With Plates by 
Jo(iN GiLBSRT. Author's Complete Edition. Demj^ 8vo, doth, 
gUt edges. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. With 100 Plates by 

J. D. Watson. 

Popular Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, 

M. A. With Hundreds of Illustrations. 

National Nursery Rhymes. Set to Music by J. W. 

Eluott. With Original Illustrations, engraved by Dalzibl 
Brothers. 

Naomi ; or. The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. 
Wbbb. With Steel Plates. Post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges. 

Dante's Divine Comedy. Translated by H. W. 

LoNGFBLLow. z vol., crown 8vo, cloth. 

Hogg on the Microscope. With 500 Illustrations 

and 8 Coloured Plates. 

Andersen's S'tories for the Household. Svo, 

doth, gilt edges, with 220 Illustrations, 

Robinson Crusoe. With no Plates by J. D, Wat« 
sow. 

Sheridan Knowles* Dramatic Works. 



In cloth, gUt edges, Gs. each. 

6 o Routledge's Every Boy's Annual for 1876. Edited 

by Ed^iuno Routlbdgb. With many Illustrations, and beauti- 
ful Coloured Plates. 

Shipwrecks and Disasters at Sea. By W. H. G. 

KiNMTOii. With more than loo Illustrations. 

The Adventures of Robinson Playfellow, a Young 

French Marine. With 24 Plates, and many Woodcuts. 

Bab Ballads. By W. S.. Gilbert. With lUustra- 

Cioos by the Author, -r" * — -^ 

Travelling About. By Lady Barker. With Six 

Plates and 5 Maps. * 

Pepper's Boy's Play-book of Science. 400 Plates. 
D'Aulnoy's Fairy Tales. Translated by PlanchA. 
Perrault's Fairy Tales. Translated by PlanchAj^c. 
Pepper's Play-book of Mines, Minerals, and 

Metals. With 300 Illustrations. Post 8vo, gilt. 



JUVEt^ILE BOOKS. 



Six-Shilung Books, continued. 

Motley's Rise of the Dutch Republic Crown 8vo, 6 o 

cloth, gilt 

An Illustrated Natural History. By the Rev. J. G. 

Wood, M.A. 500 Illustrations. 

The Playfellow. By Harriet Martineau. With 

Coloured Plates. 

The English at the North Pole. By Jules VerniL 

129 Illustrations by Riou. 

The Field of Ice. By Jules Vern£. 129 Illustra- 

tions by Riou. 

The Adventures of Johnny Ironsides. 115 Plates. 



ROUTLEDGE'S BRITISH POETS. 

Edited by Rev. R. A. Willmott. 

Illustrated by Birkbt Foster, Sir John Gilbert, &e. 

Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Illustrated by 5 o 

CORBOULD. 

Kirke White. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 

Southey's Joan of Arc, and Minor Poems. 

Herbert. With L&e and Notes by the Rev. R. A. 
Willmott. 

Longfellow's Complete Poetical Works. With 

Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. 

Burns' Poetical Works. Illustrated by John 

Gilbert. 

Fairfax's Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. Illos- 

trated by Corbould. 

Crabbe. Illustrated by Birket Foster. 
Moore's Poems. Illustrated by Corbould, &c. 
Byron's Poems. Illustrated by Gilbert, Wolf, 

Foster, &c. 

Campbell's Poetical Works. Illustrated by W. 

Harvey. 

Lover's Poetical Works. With a Portrait. 

Rogers' Poetical Works. With a Portrait 

Dryden's Poetical Works. With a Portrait, && 

Mrs. Hemans' Poems. 

Lord Lytton's Poetical Works. 

Lord Lytton's Dramatic Works. 
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ROUTLEDGFS HYE-SHILUHC JUYQHLE BOOKS. 

In fcap. 8vo and pott 8to^ gilt^ lUustnited \if GiLBSSTa 
Habvsy, Fostbb, and Zwbcksb. 



Children of the ' New 

Forest By Marryai, v.^-^v. 
little Savage. By Marryai, 
History of Briti^ Induu 
Lilian's Golden Hours. By 

Boy's Treasncy dt Sports' 

ud Pastimes. | 

The Queens of Society. 
The Wits and Beaox of 

Society. ^ 

Entertaining Knowledge. 
Pleasant Tades. 
Extraordinary Men and 

Women. 
Dora and her Papa. Author 

of* LiUan's GoftUn Hcttrt^ 
Great Battles of the British 

Anny. 
The Prince of the Honse 

of David. 

The Pillar of Fire. 

The Throne of David. 

The Story of the Reforma- 
tion. ByD'Aubigni. 

Popular Astronomy and 
Orbs of Heaven. 

Once upon a Time. By 

Charlet Knight. 
ff^fiC^/Historyof Engknd. 
The Winborough Boys. 

By Rev, H. C. Adams. 

The Prairie Bird. By ffon, 
C, Murray, 

The Great Sieges of His- 
tory. With Coloured Plates. 

Cooler' f Leatherstocking 



Great Battles of the British 
Navyr. WitliColoured Plates. 

Memoirs of Great Com- 
mandeft. With Cdoorad 

Plates. -/^ 

The Family Arabian 
Nights. Coloured Plates. ' 

The Adventures of Robin 
Hood. WithColouredPIates. 

Holiday Stories. By Lady 

Barker, 
Half Hours with the Best 

Letter Wziten. By C. 

Kmgkt, 

Characteristics of Wome^ 

By Mrs, yamnom. 
Memoirs of Celebrated 

Female Soverdgna. By hba^ 

yamesen. 

What Menhave said about 
Woman. 

British Heroes in Foreign 
Wars. By yanut Grants 
WithColouredPIates. '~ 

Don Quixote for Boys. 
With Coloured PbUes by. 
Kronheim. 

Wroxby Collie, ByJ?«^. 

H, C, Adamt, ^ 

Boys. By Lady Barker* 
Sunday Evenings at Home 

By Rev.HX, Adamt^,A, 

First Series. *^^v- 

Second Series^ 

Memdrs of Celebrated 

Women. By G,PJR,yama* 

Nine little Goslings. 
By Siuan CocUdga. Wia 
nhistiatioDSi 
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JUVENILE BOOKS. 



BOVTLEDOE'S FIVE-SHILLING BOOKS 



Uttle Wide-Awake for 1876. Bj Mtsl Salb < o 

Bakkbs. With 400 IllustnUions and Coloured Fronlifpieii*. 

Grimm's Fairy Tales. With Coloured Plates. 

Crown 8vo, gilL 

Hans Andersen's Stories and Tales. 80 Illustra- 
tions, and Coloured Plates. 

Walter Crane's Picture Book. With 64 pages of 

Coloured Plates. Ooth, gilt edges. 

Country Life. Illustrated by Poetry, and 40 Pictures 
by BiRKBT Foster. 

What the Moon Saw, and other Tales. By Hans C 

Andb"«kn. With 80 Illustrations,and Coloured Plates. 

Chimes and Rhymes for Youthful Times. Wiih^ 

Coloured Plates. (Uniform with " Schnick-Schnack.") 

Buds and Flowers. A Coloured Bo(^ for Children. 

(Uniform with " Schnick-Schnack.") Small 4to, doth. 

Schnick-Schnack. Trifles for the Little Ones. With 

Coloured Plates. Small 4to^ cloth. 

Buttercups and Daisies. A new Coloured Book for 

Children. (Uniform with " Schn!ck*Schnack.'') Small 4to, doth. 

Watts' Divine and Moral Songs. With 108 Wood- 

cuts, engraved by Coopbs. 

Original Poems for Infant Minds. ByjANBand 

A. Taylor. With Orighial Illustrations by the Best Artists, en- 
graved by J. D. Cooper. 

Little Lays for Little Folk. Selected by J. G. 

Watts, with Original Illustrations by the best living Artistic 
engraved by J. D. Cooper. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

The Picture Book of Reptiles, Fishes, and In- 
sects. By the Rev J. G. Wood» M.A. With 950 Illustrations. 
4to, doth. 

Birds. By the Rev. J. Cu 

Wood, M.A. With 243 lUostrations. 4to, doth. 

M ammalia. By the Rev. J. 



G. Wo«D, M.A. With 350 Illustrations. 4to, cloth. 

Happy Day Stories for the Young. By Dk,' 

DuLCXXM. With full^pii^ PlatM by A B. Houghtoh. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S FIYE-SHILLIHG BOOUl 

Ib ntpei^royal 8»<v -ewUi gilt» price 5i« 






Walter Orane's Picture Book. Containing ^ 

pages of Pictures, designed by WALTmt Crakb. m :— "Ludde- 
Ws Party," "The Old Courder/' "How Jessie was LosL? 
••The Fi^ Ship,** " Caiatteriax, " ''Annie and JadTk 
London," " Grammar in Rhyns^ "^The MwlripKcatioB TaUe 
in Verse." 

Walter Orane's New Toy Book. Gmtaining&i 

pages of Pictures, designed by waltbb Cramb, vis. i—*^Ox^ 
aSeHa." "My Mother," "iSe Forty Thieves," "The Three 
Bears," " One, Two, BucUe my Shoe," " PoiV,'' "This littb 
Pig," " Noah's Ark A B C" 

Goody Two-Shoes Picture Book. Containins 

" Goody Two-Shoes," " Beauty and the Beast," " A B C ^ 
Old Friiends," and "The Frog Prince." With 84 pages of 
Goloiired Plfl^ fhun designs by WALTBKCsANa; 

The Hen ny- Penny Picture Book. Containing 

" Henny-Penny. " " Sleepbg Beauty, " " Baby " and " The Pe»* 
cock at Home. " With 34 pages of Coloured Plates. 

The Poll Parrot Picture Book. Containing 

*'T!ttunis and Fido," "Reynard the Fox," "Anne and her 
Mamma," and " The Gate' Tea Party." 

Routledge's Coloured ABO Book. Containing 

"The Alphabet of Fairy Tales," " The Farm Yard Alphab^ 
"Alphabet of Flowets,"^ and " Tom Thumb's Alphabet.^ 

My Mother's Picture Book. Containing **My 

Mother," "The Dogs' Dinner Party," "Little Dog Trusty,^' 
and "TiM White Gat" Large 4to, doth. 

The Red Ridin«-Hood Picture Book. Containing 

"Red Riding Hood ""Three Bears," " Three Kittens," anS 
"Dash and the DuckUngs." Large 4to, doth. 

Our Nurse's Picture Book. Containing "Tom 

Tbmnb," " Babes in the Wood," "tack and the BeanstaOe," and 
" Puss m Boots." Large quarto, doth. 

The Ohild s Picture Book of Domestic Animals. 

13 Large Platei^ print^ in Gblours tqr Ksonhum. Large 
obloog, dodi. 

T^ Child's Picture Book of Wild Animals. 

IS Large Plates, printed in Golours by Kronhbui. Large oblong^ 

Pictures f i^ m English History. 63 Colenred 
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JUVENILB BOOKS. 
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Fitb-Shiluno Books, cotUinueeL 

Routledge's Scripture Gift Book. Ccmtaiiiing "The 5 o 

Old TesSment AlphabeL" "The N«w Testament AtohabeC,** 
"The HUtozy of Moses^'^and *'The Histoiyof Joi*^" Deo^r 
4to,cloth. 

Routledge's Picture Gift Boolc'-'Contaiolos 

" Nursery Songs/' " Alphabet of Tzades," " Nnrsay Tales,* 
and "This Little Pic.*» 

rhe Pet Lamb Picture Book. Containioe ** The 

Toy Primer." "The Pet Lamb." "The Fair One wi& Goldea 
Locks," and "Jack the Giant Killer." 

The Robinson Crusoe Picture Book. Containing 

"Robinson Crusoe,** "Cock Spanow," " Queer ChanictttiJ* 
and "Asop's Fables.- -r- . ^ 



ROUTLEDGE'S FOUR-ANHIXPENNY JIIYEHILES. 

A Netb Series of Jtevenile Works* 

"AD wen Illustrated, and bound in an entirely New Bindiqgt 
expressly designed fin* them. 

List or thb Sbribs 



Life of RicheUen. By fT. 

Monarchs of the Main. 
By Walter Tkombury. 

Roger Kyffyn's Ward. By 

W, H. G, KingttoH. 
The Man o' War's BeU. 

By Luui. C: X. Law. 
The Orville College Boys. 

By Mr*. Htnry Wood, 
Wonderful Inventions. By 
John Timbt, 

iGsop's Fables. With 

Plates by ^. WHr. 
The Illustrated Girrs Own 



The Boy's Own Country 4 6 

Book. ^yMilUr, 
The Forest Ranger. By 
Major CamfbolL 

Pleasures of Old Age. 
Tales upon Texts. By the 

Rtv. H. C. AdatmM, 
Pictures from Nature. By 

Mary Howiti, 

Stephen Scudamore the 
Younger. By A. Lockor, 

Hunting Grounds of the 
Old yfotX^. 

Watch the End. By 
Tk^muu Milier. 



In fcap. 8vo, doth, gilt edges, price 41. cadk 

Every Girl's Book. By Miss Lawford. With many 40 

lUuitrations. 

Every Little Bo/s Book. By Edmund RouTUDtt, 

With aaay ninitmtiou. 
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nUTlEDGFS THREE-AIID-SIXPE]IIIYBEWAIDBO(l& 

With Coloured lUustntiaofl^ gilt lidMb 



3 6 Robinson Crusoe. 
Sandford and Merton 
Evenings at Home. 
Swiss Family Robinscm. 
Edgeworth's Popolar 

■ Moral Talcs. 

■ Parent's As- 



-Elarly Lessons. 
The Old Helmet. By the 
Authorof"Th*Wid€,Wi4U 
Warld.*^ 

The Wide, Wide World. 
Edgar Clifton. 

Aiitktdhmhavi 



The Lampligfateis. 
Melbourne ttonsei* 
Qneechy. --'^^ 

Ellen Montgomeiy»BoolDi 

8hel£ 
The Two Schodghli. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. 
Gullivers Travels. 
Andersen's Fairy Talei. 
The Arabian Nights. 
The Adventures of Robin 

Hood. 
Don Quixote for Boys. 
Captain Cook's VoyageSi 

Colmnd Plain, 



MAYNE REID'S JUVENILE BOOK! 

In fcap. 8vo, doth gilt, with Hlusfaratioiis. 



3 6 Bruin. 

The Boy Tar. 
The Desert Home.^. 
Odd People. 
Ran away to Sea. 
.The Forest Exiles. 
The Young Yagers. 



The Young Voyageon. 
The Plant Hunters. 
The Quadroon. 
The War TraiL^ 
The Bush Boys. 
The Boy Huntenb 



ANNE BOWMAN'S JUVENILE BOOKS. 

With FbUes, Uap, 8vo, doth gilt. 



3 6 The Boy Voyagers. 
The Castaway 
The Young Nile Voyagers. 
The Boy Pilgrims. 
The Boy Foresters. 
Tom and the Ciooodflet. 



The Young ExflesT 

The Bear Hunters. 

The Kangaroo Hunteift 

Young Yachtsmen. 

Among the Tartar Tentt. 

Clarissa. 

Howtomake the Bestol It 



JUVENILE BOOKS. 



ROUTLEDOE'S 



THREE-AND-SIXPENNV JUVENILE BOOKS. 



Sketches and Anecdotes 

of Animal Life. By Siv. 

J. c. li'mJ. 
Grimm's Home Stories. 
Animal Trails andCharnc- 

itriiUcs. By ffrt. y. G. 

l^Y Feathered Friends. 

Bf Rai. y. G. WiBd. 
Schoolboy Houow. By 

Red^Eric, 'ByX'jW. Bal- 

Louis' School -Days. 
Wild Man of the West 

B; Ballanlynt. 
Dashwood Priory, By E. 

y. Ma:,. 
Freaks on the Felts. By 

R. it. BaUamyiH. 
Lnnib's Tales from Shalc- 

BaldCTScoutt ; or, Holiday 



Ernie Elton, at Home and 



Qf En eland. 
Boys oT Beechwooil, By 



Hawtiiorne's Wonder 

Boak. 
Will Adams. By Dallim. 
Little Ladders to Leaming. 



'ings, clottigili. 
Whit/s Sellmnie. 200 3 6 



E^.y. G. ffWrfV Boy's 

Own NalutaJ Hisl.nrj' iiool^ 

Tales of Charlton School 

Hylhei'fi'.iV. C.AJams. 

OurDomeslic Pets. liy 

K^. 7. G. ifMd, 
History for Boys. By 

y. G. Edgar. 
Saxelfofd. -QyR.y.May. 
Old Tales for llie Young. 
Harry Hope's Holiday. 
Boy Life Among the 

Indians. 

Old Saws new Set. By 

iht Aallar of " A Traits 

CaUk a Swiiiam- 
HoUowdell Grange. 
Mayhew's Wonden of 

!— Peasant - Boy 

Philosopher. 
Harford Bridge. By the 

The "White Bniniwickers. 

By Riv. If. C. AJami. 
A Hov's Adventures in the 

Wil js ofAustralia. B^ IV. 



The Path She Chose. By 



v-*" 
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Three-and-Sixpenny Juvenile Books, contimied. 
s. d, 

3 6 The Child's Country BooTc. 
By T. Miller, Coleured 



Plates. 
The Child's Story Book. 

By T. Miller, Coloured 

Plates. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin. 
Tom Dunstone's Troubles. 

By Mrs. Eiloart. 
The Young Marooners. 
Influence. By the Author 

o/**A Trap to Catch a Sun- 

beam** 

Jack of the Mill. By W, 
Howitt. 

Dick Rodney. By y antes 

Grant. 

Jack Manly. By James 

Grant. 



Sybil's Friend. By 

Florence Marryat. 

Life in the Red Brigade. 
By R. M, Ballantyne, 

Edgar Clifton. 

Stepping Heavenward, 
and Aunt Jane's Hero. 

Valentin. By Henry 
Kingsley. 

With a Stout Heart By 
Mrs. Sale Barker, 

Opening a Chestnut Burr. 
By the Rev. C. P. Roe. 

What Might Have been 
Expected. 

Tales of Nethercourt. By 
Rev. H. C. Adams, 



THE GOLDEN RULE LIBRARY FOR YOUNG LADIES. 

In cloth gilt, post 8vo, with full-page Illustrations, 
price 38. 6d. each. 



3 6 The Four Sisters. 
The Golden Rule. 
Lillieslea. 
The Village Idol. 
The Doctor's Ward. 
Through Life and for 
Tell Mamma. 
Little Women. 



Life. 



Heroines of History. 

Heroines of Domestic 

Life. 
What Can She Do? 
Barriers Burned Away. 
The Giris' Birthday Book. 
Blanche and Beryl. 
Miss Roberts' Fortune. 



I 



In post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

THE FOUPE FAIRY IIBRACY. 

A Collection of De la Motte FouquA's most Popular Fairy Talcs, 
Illustrated by Tenniel, Selous, and others. 
3 6 The Four Seasons. I The Magic Ring. 

Romantic Fiction. I Other Vols, to follow. 
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BOUTLEDC E'S ALBUM S ERIES. 

In cloth gilt, price 38. 6d., beautifully printed on toned paper, s. d. 

Otto Speckter's Fables. With loo Coloured Plates. 3 6 

A New^ Edition. 4to, cloth, gilt edges. 

Routledge's Sunday Album for Children. With 

80 Plates by J. D. Watson, Sir John Gilbbrt, and others. 

The Boys' and Girls* Illustrated GiftBook. With 

many Illustrations by McConnell, Weir, and others. 

The Child's Picture Fable Book. With 60 Plates 

by Harrison Weir. 

The Coloured Album for Children. With 72 Pages 

of Coloured Plates. 

The Picture Book of the Sagacity of Animals. 

With 60 Plates by Harrison Weir. 
For a Good Child. Containing " The Alphabet of 

Trades," " The Cats' Tea-Party," and^* Cinderella.** With 18 
Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Routledge's Picture Book. Containing " The Farai 

Yard Alphab*!,** " The Alphabet of Flowers," and "The Pretty 
Name Alphabet." With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

A Present for My Darling. Containing "This 

Little Pig went to Market," "Nursery Tales," and "Tom 
Thumb's Alphabet." With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

The Good Child's Album. Containing ''Red 

Riding- Hood," " Mother Hubbard and Cock Robin," and "The 
Three Kittens." With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Nursery Rhymes. With Plates by H. S. Marks. 
Nursery Songs. With Plates by H. S. Marks. 
The Child's Coloured Gift-Book. With 72 

Coloured Plates. 

The Child's Coloured Scripture Book. With 72 

Coloured Plates. 

The Nursery Album. 72 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

The Golden Harp Album. With 400 Illustrations. 

Happy Child Life. With 24 Pages of Coloured Plates. 

Album for Children. With 180 page Plates by 
MiLLAis, Sir John Gilbert, and others. Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

Popular Nursery Tales. With 180 Illustrations by 
J. D. Watson and others. Imp. x6mo, cloth. 

Child's Picture Story Book. With 180 Plates, 

Imp. i6mo, cloth. 

A Picture Story Book. Containing **King Nut- 
cracker," and other Tales. 300 Illustrations. Imp. x6mo, cloth. 

The Book of Trades. By Thomas Archer. 
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3 6 Mixing in Socioty. A Complete Manual of Manneit. 
The Ohiidren's Bible Boole With loo lUaitratiotu, 

I enenvca by DA1J.BL. 

A Handy History of England for th« Young. 

"""'" " ' engraved 6y Dal 



The Ohitdren's Poetry Book. With i6 Colouied 

Plila. Square, cToth. 

Out of tha Heart Spoken to the little One«, By 

Hahi Akdewikv With i« Colound Plutei Cloth. 

The Nursery Picture Book. With 630 lUnstratioos, 



ROUTlEDCrS COLOURED PICTURE BOOKS. 

1 lupei-royilSYo, dolh gill, price j».6il.eMh, otmouBtw 
on EneD, 5.. each. 
Third Sebih, caniainimg 



'Monthed, 



Happ7 Days of Childhood. I Hop o' Mj Thumb. 
Sigj « Song of Sixpence. GapinB, Wide-Moi 

rfe if lul kfl " ij«m. I Wuldling FroB, 

Animals and Birds, c^Mnixg 
Wild Animals. 1 Brilkh Animals. 

Parrots. | .Singing Birds. 

Book of Aij>habbts, ctitbtining 
The Railroad Alphabet 1 The Sea-Side Alphabet. 
The Good Boys' and Girb- The Farm-Yard Alphabet. 
Alplubei, I 

KiNCi I-UCKiEuoY's PICTURE BooK, cotlaining 
King Luckieboy's Party. I The Old Courtier. 
This LilLle Pig went to Picture Book of Horses. 
MuktL I 

Our Pets' Pictctbe Book, amtainiitg 
The History of Our Pett. ] Aladdin. 
Nursery Rhymes. | Noah's AA ABC. 

The Marquis of Casabas' Picture Book, with Designs 

by WALTER Cha\'e, lantaining 
Puss in Boots. I Old Mother Hubbard. 

The Absurd ABC. I Valentine and Orson. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S BRITISH POETS. 

(3S. 6d. Editions.) 

Elegantly printed on tinted paper, crown 8vo, gilt edges, 

with Illustrations. 

Those marked * can be had elegantly bound in Ivorine, price 7s. 6d. 

s. d. 

36 



Longfellow. (Complete. ) 

Cowper. 

Milton. 

Wordsworth. 

Southey. 

Goldsmith. 

* Kirke White. 
Bums. 
Moore. 
Byron. 

* Pope. 

* James Montgomeiy. 
Scott. 

Herbert. 
Campbell. 
Bloomfield. 
Shakspere. 

* Chaucer. 
Sacred Poems. 
Choice Poems. 
Shakspeare Gems. 
Wit and Humour. 
Wise Sayings. 
Longfellow's Dante — 

Paradiso. . 

Purgatorio. 

-Inferno. 



* Lover's Poems. 
Book of Familiar Quota- 
tions. 

Bret Harte. 

* Leigh Hunt. 

* Dryden. 
Ainsworth. 

* Spenser. 

* Rogers. 
Mrs. Hemans. 
Shelley. 
Keats. 
Coleridge. 

L. £• L. 

* Percy's Reliques. 

* Dodd'sBeautiesof Shake- 
speare. 

The Christian Year. 

Keble. 

E. Allan Poe. 

Longfellow's Tales of a 

Wayside Inn. (Complete 

edition.) 

Prose Works. 

The Mind of Shakespeare, 

as Exhibited in his Works. 

The Comic Poets of the 
Nineteenth Century. 



ROUTLEDGE'S STANDARD LIBRARY. 

In post 8vo, toned paper, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 



The Arabian Nights. 
Don Quixote 
GU Bias. 

Curiosities of Literature. 
By Isaac D* Israeli. 



1,001 Gems of British 3 6 

Poetry. 

The Blackfriars Shak- 
spere. Charles Knight. 

Cruden's Concordance. 



i6 
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Standard Library, continued. 



Boswell*s Life of Johnson. 

The Works of Oliver Gold- 
smith. 

Routledge's Pronouncing 
Dictionary. 

The Family Doctor. 

Ten Thou5and Wonderful 
Things. 

Steme^s Works. 

Extraordinary Popular De- 
lusions. 

Bartlett's Familiar Quota- 
tions. 

The Spectator. 

Routledge's Modem 

Speaker. 

1,001 Gems of Prose. 
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Pope's Homer's Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Book of Modem Anec- 
dotes. English, Irish, Scotch. 

Josephus. 

Book of Proverbs, Phrases, 
Quotations, and Mottoes. 

The Book of Modem 
Anecdotes — Theatrical, Le- 
gal, and American. 

The Book of Table Talk. 

By W. C. Russell. 

Junius. (Woodfall's edi- 
tion.) 

Froissart's Chronicles. 

Charles Lamb's Works. 
(Centenary edition.) 



ROUTLEDGE'S THREE-SHILLING JUVENILES. 

Under the above title Messrs. G. Routlkdgk & Sons offe^ •• New 
Series o/yuveniU Books^ all well Illustrated^andwell bourd ina 
New and Elegant Binding, 

List op thb Series. 



Wild Sports in the Var 

West. 
Guizot's Moral Tales. 
Voyage and Venture. 
The Young Whaler. By 

Gerstaecker. 
Great Cities of the Middle 

Ages. , 

Dawnings of Genius. 
Celebrated Children. 
Seven Wonders of the 

World. 
Faery Gold. By Hettry 

Charley. 
The Travels of Rolando. 
Great Cities of the Ancient 

World. 
Uncle Tom*s Cabin for 

Children. 

The Little Wide-Awake for 1876. By Mrs. Sale 

Barker, with 400 Illustrations, fancy boards, 3J. 



Dogs and their Ways. By 

JVilliams. 
The Holiday Camp. By 

St, John Corbet. 
Helen Mordaunt. By the 

Author of '' Naomi.** 
Romance of Adventure. 
Play Hours and Half 

Helidays. By Rev. J, C. 

Atkinson. 
Walks and Talks of Two 

Schoolboys. 
The Island Home. 
Hildred the Daughter. 
Hardy and Hunter. 
Fred and the Gorillas. By 

T, Miller. 
Frank Wildman's Adven- 
tures. 
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ROUTLEDQfS ONE-SYLUBLE SERIES. 

By Mary Godolphin. 
In z6mo4 doth gilt, with Coloured Plates, price as. 6d. each. 



Bun^ran's Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress. 

Eyenings at Home, 



s. d. 

Swiss Family Robinson. 2 6 
Child's First Lesson Book.. 



ROUTLEDGE'S HALF-GROWN JUVENILES. 

Fcap. 8vo, Illustrated by the Best Artists, gilt, as. 6d. each. 



Eda Morton and her 

Cousins. By M. M, Bell. 
Gilbert the Adventurer. 
The Lucky Penny, and 

other Tales. 'Ry Mrs. S, C. 

HaU. 
Minna Raymond. Illus- 
trated by B. Foster. 
Hp''.dia Bertram. By the 

Author <f **Tk* Four 

Sisters." 
Heroes of the Workshop, 

&C.' By E. L. Brightwell. 
Sunshine and Cloud. By 

Miss Bowman, 
The Maze of Life. By 

the Author of " Th* Four 

Sisters ** 

The Wide, Wide World. 
The Lamplighter. By 

Cummins. 
The Rector's Daughter. 

By Miss Bowman. 
The Old Helmet. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
The Secret of a Life. 
Queechy. By Miss Wethe- 
rell. 
Sir Roland Ashton. By 

Latly C. Long, 
Sir Wilfred's Seven 

Flights. By Madame de 

Chatelain. 



Pilgrim's Progress. By 2 

Offof. 
Friend or Foe : A Tale of 

Sedemoor. By the Rev. H. 

C. Adams. 

Tales of Naval Adventure. 

Matilda Lonsdale. 

The Life of Wellington. 

The Glen Luna Family. 

Uncle Tom's Cabin. 

Mabel Vaughan. 

The Boy's Book about 

Indians. 

Christian Melville. 
The Letter of Marque. 

The Swiss Family Robin- 
son. 
Evenings at Home. 
Sandford and Merton. 
Stepping Heavenward. 
Kaloolah. ByfT. S. Mayo. 

Patience Strong. By the 

Author of ^The Gay- 

worihys.** 
Gulliver's Travels. With 

Coloured Plates. 
Tlie Life of Nelson. By 

Allen. 

The Young Gold Digger, 

By Gersta:tcker. 

Robinson Crusoe. 



■■■l*^U'i^ 



Half-Crown Juveniles, continued. 



t.d. 

2 6 EllenMontgomenr's Book- 
shelf. With Coloured lUus- 

tntions. 
The Two School Girls. 

With Coloured Illustrations. 
Melbourne House. By 

Miss Wetktrtll. 
The Medwins of Wyke- 

ham. By the Author of 

''Marian:' 
The Young Artists. 
The Boy Cavalier. By 

the Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Lamb's Tales. 
Stories of Old DanieL 
Extraordinary Men. 
Life of Napoleon 
Popular Astronomy. 
The Orbs of Heaven. 



The Gayworthys. By the 
Author of " Faith Gartney,"* 

Andersen's Faiij Tales. 

The Arabian Nights. 

Grimm's Home Stories. 

The Arctic Regions. By 
P, L. Simmonds, 

Stepping Heavenward, and 
Aunt Jane's Hero. 

Footprints on Life's Path- 
way. 

Sceptres and Crowns, and 
the Flag of Truce. 

Captain Cook's Voyages, 
Coloured Plates. 

Don Quixote for Boys. 
Coloured Plates. 

Adventures of Robin Hood. 
Coloured Plates. 



ROUREDGE'S HALF-CROWN WIDE-WORLD SERIES. 

In small post, 8vo, doth gilt, well Illustrated. 



2 6 The Wide, Wide World. 
The Lamplighter. 
The Old Hehnet 
Queechy. 

EllenMontgomer/s Book- 
shelf. 



The Two School Girls. 
Melbourne House. 
Glen Luna; or, Speculation. 
Mabel Vaughan. 
Patience Strong. 



Most of the aiovi are by Miss Wethenll, 



/ 
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ROUTLEDGE'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS. 



Illustrated by Absolom, Gilbert, Harrison Weir, &c., 
. square royal, gilt, as. each. 



Amusing Tales for Young 
People. By Mrs, Myrtle. 

The Broken Pitcher, and 
other Stories. 

The Little Lychetts. By 
the Author of " Olive*' &»c. 

Historical Tales. 

The Great Wonders of the 

World. 
My First Picture Book, 36 
pages of Coloured Plates. 
z6mo, cloth. 

A Visit to the Zoological 

Gardens. 
Aunt Bessie's Picture 

Book. With 96 Pages of 

Plates. 

Little Lily's Picture Book. 
With 96 Pages of Plates. 



The Story of a Nutcracker 
With 234 Pictures. 

Old Mother Hubbard's 
Picture Book. 36 pages of 
Coloured Plates. 

Cock Robin's Picture 
Book, with 36 pages of 
Coloured Plates. 

Aunt Mary's Sunday Pic- 
ture Book. 

Sunday Reading for Good 
Children. 

The Punch and Tudy Pic- 
ture Book, with 36 pages 
of Coloured Plates. 

Pussy's Picture Book, 36 
pages of ditto. 

Birdie's Picture Book, 
with 36 pages of Coloured 
Plates. 



s. d. 
2 O 



TWO-SHILLING GIFT-BOOKS. 

With Illustrations, strongly bound in cloth. 



Juvenile Tales for all Sea- 
sons. 

Evenings at Donaldson 
Manor. 

Grace • and Isabel. By 
M*Into9k. 

Gertrude and Eulalie. 

Robert and Harold. 

Robinson the Younger. 

Amy Carlton. 

Robinson Crusoe. 

Laura Temple. 

Harry and his Homes. 

Our Native Land. 

The Solitary Hunter. 

Bundle of Sticks. 

Hester and I ; or, Beware 
of Worldliness. By Mrs. 
Manners* 



The Cherry Stones. By 2 o 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
The First of June. By 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 
Rosa : A Story for Girls. 
May Dundas; or. The 

Force of Example. By Mrs. 

Geldart. 
Glimpses of Our Island 

Home. By Mrs. Geldart. 
The Indian Boy. By Rei^, 

H. C. Adams. 
Ernie Elton at Home. 
The Standard Poetry 

Book for Schools. 
Try and Trust 'Ry Author 

of " Arthur MorUmd.** 
Swiss Family Robinson. 
Evenings at Home. 



t^^^m^^^m^ 
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Two-Shillino Gift-Books, continued, 
t. H% 

J o Ernie Elton at School. 
John Hartley. 
Jack of all Trades. By 

MUUr. 
The Wonder Book. 
Tanglewood Tales. 
Archie Blake. 
Inez and Emmeline. 
The Orphan of Waterloo. 
Maum Guinea. 
Todd's Lectures to ChU- 

dren. 

Marooner's Island. 
The Mayflower. By 

Mrt, SUwe. 
Anecdotes of Dogs. 

Mr. Rutherford's Chil- 
dren. 
The Play-Day Book. By 

Fammy Ftm, Coloured 

Plates. 

Emma. By yane AusUn, 
Mansfield Park. By Jane 

Ansten. 
Northanger Abbey. By 

ytuu Austen, 

Village Sketches. By the 

Rev. C,T. Whitehead, 
Spider Spinnings. 
Stories for Sundays. By 

the Rev. H. C, Adams. 

I St Scries. 

snd Series. 



I 



Adventures among the In- 



Cousin Aleck. 

The Doctor^s Birthday. By 

the Rev. If. C, Adams. 
Walter's Friend. By the 

Rev. H. C. Adams. 

Sweet Violets. By the 

Author 0/** A Trmp to Catch 
a Sunbeam.** 

Ragged Robin, and other 

Tales. By the Author 0/ " A 
Trap to Catch a Sunbeam.** 

The School Friends. By 

IV. H. G. Kingston. 
Sunday Evening at Home. 

By the Rev. H. C. Adams, 

xst series. 
2nd series. 



Wild Rose. Bythe^«/A<v 

of** A Trap to Catch a Suw 

beam.** 
Snowdrop. By the Author 

of **A Trap to Catch a Su»- 

oeasn. 
The Ocean Child. By Mrs, 

Myrtle. 

Gulliver's Travels, with 

Coloured Plates. 
The Lost Rifle. By the 

Rev, H. C. Adams. 
Watts' Divine and Moral 

Songs. 60 Cuts. 
Captain Cook's Voyages. 

with Coloured Frontiq;>iece. 



ROUTLEDGE'S EIGHTEENPENNY JUVENILES. 

In square x6mo, doth, with Illustrations by Gil,bsrt, Absolon, &c 



I 6 Peasant and Prince. By 

Harriet Martineau. 

Crofton Bo3rs. By ditto. 
Feats on the Plord. By do. 
Settlers at Home. By ditto. 
Holiday Rambles ; or, The 
School Vacation. 



Emilie the Peacemaker. 

By Mrs. Geldart. 
Truth is Everything. By 

Mrs. Geldart, 

Rainbows in Springtide. 
Christmas Holidays. By 
Miss Jane Strichland. 



ElGHTEENPENNY JUVENILES, continued. 



Little Drummer : A Tale 

of the Russian War. 
Frank. By Maria Edge^ 

worth, 
Rosamond. By Maria 

Edgewcrth. 
Harry and Lucy, Little 

Dog Trusty, The Cherry 

Orchard, &c. 
A Hero ; or, Philip's Book. 

By the Author of *' yohn 

Halifax:* 
Story of an Apple. By 

Lady Campbell. 
The Cabin by the Wajrside. 
Memoirs of a Doll. By 

Mrs. Bisset. 
Black Princess. 

Laura and Ellen ; or, Time 

Works Wonders. 
Emigrant's Lost Son. By 

G. H, Hall. 
Runaways (The) and the 

Gipsies. 
Daddy Dacre's School. By 

Mrs. Hall. 
British Wolf Hunters. By 

Thomas Miller. 
Bow of Faith (The) ; or. 

Old Testament Lessons. By 

Maria Wri/^ht. 
Anchor of Hope ; or, New 

Testament Lessons. By 

Maria Wright. 

Mrs. Loudon's Young 

Naturalist. 
Think Before you Act 

Stories for Heedless Children. 
Annie Maitland ; or, The 
Lesson of Life. By D. Rich' 
mond. 

Lucv Elton ; or, Home and 
School. By the Author of 
**The Twins.'* 

Daily Thoughts for Chil- 
dren. By Mrs. Geldart. 

Holida3rs at Limewood. 



Rose and Kate; or, The 

Little Howards. 
Aunt Emma. By the Au" 

thor of ** Rose and Kate. *' 
The Island of the Rain- 
bow. By Mr. Newton Cross- 

land. 
Max Frere; or, Return 

Good for Evil. 
The Child's First Book of 

Naiiiral History. By^. i^. 

Bond. 

Florence the Orphan. 
The Castle and Cottage. 

By P erring. 
Fabulous Histories. By 

Mrs. Trimmer. 
Mrs. Barbauld's Lessons. 

Traditions of Palestine. 
By Martineau, 

On the Sea. By Miss 
Campbell. 

Games and Sports. 

The Young Angler. 

Athletic Sports. 

Games of Skill. 

Scientific Amusements. 

Miriam and Rosette. 

The Picture Book of Ani- 
mals and Birds. 

Boy Life on the Water. 

Original Poems. Com- 
plete. By A. andy. Taylor. 

Home and Foreign Birds^ 
150 Plates. 

Wild and Domestic Ani- 
mals. 150 Plates. 

How Paul Arnold Made 
His Fortune. 

The Billow and the Rock. 
By Miss Martineau. 

A Year at School. By 

7V«r Brown. 

iEsop's Fables. With 50 

Plates. 
Honour and Glory. 



s. 
I 



d. 
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THE SHILLING ONE-SYLLABLE SERIES. 



s. d. 



Square z6mo» doth. , 



I o TheBookofOneSyllable. 

Coloured Plates. 
The New Book of One 

Syllable. Coloured Plates. 
Little Helps for Little 

Readers. Uoloured Plates, 



The Sunday Book of 

One Syllable. 
Susy's Teachers. By the 
A utkorqP* Ste^fingHtaven- 
ward!* 

Susy's Servants. By ditto. 



Price IS. each. 

Youens' Ball-Room Guide. With Rules and Music. 

Cloth, gilt edges. 

The Nursery Library. 12 Books in a Packet. 
Routledge's British Reading-Book. Plate on every 

page, demy 8vo, cloth. 

Routledge's British Spelling-Book. Demy 8vo, 

cloth. 300 Plates. 

Routledge's Comic Reciter. Fcap. 8vo, boards. 

Popular Reciter. Fcap, 8vo, boards. 

Temperance Reciter. 

Ready-Made Speeches. Fcap. 8vo, boards. 

The Illustrated Language of Flowers. By Mrs. 

Burke. 



THE MASTER JACK SERIES. 

In small 4to, cloth, each with 48 pages of Plates, zs. each. 



o Master Jack. 
Mamma's Return. 
Nellie and Bertha. 
The Cousins. 

Dame [Mitchell and her 
Cat 



Nursery Rhymes. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The Lent Jewels. 
Bible Stories. 
My Best Frock. 
Prince Hempseed. 



With Coloured Plates, fancy boards. 



I O 



My A B C Book. 
Nursery Rhymes and 

Songs. 
Old Testament ABC. 
Little Stories for Good 

Children. 

The History of Moses. 
Joseph. 



The Farmyard ABC. 
TheChild*s Book of Trades. 
Animals and Birds. 
The Three Envious Men. 
The Two Neighbours. 
For Want of a NaiL 
The Canary Bird. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S ONE-SHILLING JUVENILES. 

x8mo, price is., well printed, with Illustrations. 



Grace Greenwood's Stories 
for her Nephews and Nieces. 

Helen's Fault. By the 
Author of "Adelaide Lind- 
say." 

The Cousins. By Miss 
M 'Intosh, 

Ben Howard ; or, Truth 
and Honesty. By C. Adams. 

Bessie and Tom : A Book 
for Boys and Girls. 

Beechnut : A Franconian 
Story. By Jacob Abbott. 

Wallace : A Franconian 
Story. By Jacob Abbott. 

Madeline. By Jacob Abbott. 

Mary Erskine. By Jacob 
Abbott. 

Mary Bell. By Jacob Ab- 
bott. 

Visit to my Birth-place. By 
Miss Bunbury. 

Carl Krinken ; or, The 
Christmas Stoclung. By Miss 
Wetherell. 

Mr. Rutherford's Children. 
By Miss Wethersll. 

Mr. Rutherford's Children, 
andseries. By Miss IVetfurell. 

Emily Herbert. By Miss 
M*Intosk. 

Rose and Lillie Stanhope. 
By Miss Mcintosh. 

Casper. By Miss WetherelU 

The Brave Boy ; or, Chris- 
dan Heroism. 

Magdalene and Raphael. 

The Story of a Mouse. By 
Mrs. Ptrring. 

Our Charlie. By Mrs. 
Stowe, 

Uncle Frank's Home 
Stories. 



Village School-feast. By 

Mrs. Porring. 
Nelly, the Gipsy Girl. 
The Birthday Visit. By 

Miss WetJurell 
Stories for Week Days and 

Sundays. 
Maggie and Emma. By 

Miss M*Iniosh. 
CharUe and Georgie ; or, 

The Children at Gibraltar. 
Story of a Penny, By Mrs, 

Perring. 

Aunt Madd/s Diamonds. 

By Harriet Myrtle. 

Two School Girls. By 
Miss Wetherell. 

The Widow and her 
Daughter. By Miss Wethe- 
rell. 

Gertrude and her Bible. By 
Miss Wetherell. 

The Rose in the Desert. 
By Miss Wetherell. 

The Little Black Hen. By 

Miss Wetherell. 
Martha and Rachael. 

By Miss Wetherell. 
The Carpenter's Daughter. 

By Miss Wetherell. 
The Story of a Cat. 

By Mrs. Perring. 
Easy Poetry for Children . 

With a Coloured Frontispiece 

and Vignette. 
The Basket of Flowers. 

With a Coloiued Frontispiece 

and Vignette. 
The Story of a Dog. 

By Mrs. Perring. 
\ Ashgrove Farm. By Mrs. 

Myrtle. 

[ Aunt Margaret's Visit 



s. d, 
I O 
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One.Shilling Juveniles, continued. 



The Angel of the Iceberg. 

By the Rev. John Todd. 
Todd's Lectures for Chil. 

dren. xst series. 

2nd series. 



I o 



Little Poems for Little 

Readers. 
Minnie's Legacy. 
Kitty's Victory. 
Elise and her Rabbits. 
Happy Charlie. 
Annie Price. 
The Little Oxleys. By 

Mrs. W. Denzgy Burton. 

Uncle Tom's Cabin, for 

Children. 

Keeper's Travels in Search 

of His Master. 
Richmond'^ Annals of the 

Poor. 

Child's Illustrated Poetry 

Book. 
Blanche and Agnes. 
The Lost ChamoisHunter. 
The Gates Ajar. 
Mrs. Sedgwick* » Pleasant 

Tales. 



bur Poor Neighbours. 
Tales in Shjort Words. 
Watts' Songs, 
i^sbp's Fables. 
Language and Poetry of 

Flowers. 
Stuyvesant. 
Susan Gray. 
Rhymes for • the Nursery. 

By Anne and yane Taylor. 
The Babes in the Basket 
The Three Sisters. By 

Mrs. Perring-. 
Marian Ellis. By Mrs, 

WindU. 
A Kiss for a Blow. 
Robert Dawson. 
The Sacred Harp : A 

Book of Sunday Poetry. 
Original Poems. (Complete 

Edition.) 
Lily's Home. By Mrs. SaU 

Barker, xao Illustrations. 
Ellen and Frank. By 

Mrs. Perring". 

Aunt Effie's Rhymes. With 
many new Poems. 



CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Fcap. 8vo, boards, xs. each, with fancy covers. 



Riddles and Jokes. 

The Dream Book and 

Fortune Teller. 
Acting Proverbs for the 

Drawing Room. 
Fly Notes on Conjuring. 
A Shilling's-worth of Fun. 
Sensational Dramas. By 

H^. R. Snow. 
Family Theatricals. 



Acting Charades. 

Anne Bowman. 
Pippins and Pies. 

Stirling Coyne. 
Shilling Manual of Modem 

Etiquette. 
Plays for Children. 

Miss Walker. 
Christmas Hamper. 

Mark Lemon, 



By 
By 



By 
By 
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THE HANS ANDERSEN LIBRARY. 

Fcap. 8vo, gilt, is. eachk 



The Red Shoes. 

The Silver Shilling. 

The Little Match-GirL 

The Darning Needle. 

The Tinder Box. 

The Goloshes of Fortune. 

The Marsh King's 

Daughter. 
The Wild Swans. 
Everything in its Right 

Place. 



Under the Willow Tree. 
The Old Church Bell. 
The Ice Maiden. 
The Will o' the Wisp. 
Poultry M^s Family. 
Put off is Not Done with. 
The Snow Man. 
In Sweden. 
The Snow Queen, 
Hardy Tin Soldier. 



s. d. 
I o 



Each Volume contains a variety of Tales, a Frontispiece in 
colours, and an average of x6 other Pictares, engraved by the 
Brothers Dalzisl. 



ROUUEDGE'S NINEPENNY JUVENILES. 

With Coloured Plates, x8mo, cloth, gilt. 



Ally and her Schoolfellow. 
Loyal Charlie Bentham. 
Simple Stories for Children 
A Child's First Book. 
Story of Henrietta. 
Stories from English 

History. 
Life of Robinson Crusoe. 
Little Paul and the Moss 

Wreaths. [Songs. 

Watts' Divine .and Moral 
Cobwebs to Catch Flies. 



Barbauld's Hymns in Prose, o 9 

Prince Arthur. 

A Winterlfi Wreath. 

Twelve Links. 

Easy Talks. 

Susan and the Doll. 

Jttvenile Tales. 

Six Short Stories. 

The Captive Skylark. 

Taylor's Original Poems. 

zst Series. 
^— — and Series. 



ROUTLEOGE'S MINIATURE LIBRARY. 

In 640110, 6d. each, cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece. 

Language of Flowers. Ball Room Manual. 

Etiquette for Gentlemen. Handbook of Carving. 

Etiquette of Courtship and Toasts and Sentiments. 

Matrimony. How to Dress Well. 
Etiquette for Ladies. 



o 6 
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ROUTLEDGE'S SIXPENNY STORY BOOKS. 

Royal 39mo, with Ilustradons. 
These are also kept in Paper Covers, price 4^. each. 



O 6 History of My Pets. 
Hubert Lee. 
Ellen Leslie. 
Jessie Graham. 
Florence Amott 
Blind Alice. 

Grace and Clara, [hood. 
Recollections of MyChild- 
Lazy Lawrence, and the 

White Pigeon. 
The Barring Out. 
The Orphans and Old Poz. 
The Mimic 
The Purple Jar, and 

other Tales. 
The Birthday Present, 

^ and the Basket Woman. 
Sunple Susan. 
The Little Merchants. 
Tale of the Universe, 
Kate Campbell. 
Basket of Flowers 
Babes in the Basket 
The Jewish Twins. 
Children on the Plains. 
Little Henry and his 

Bearer. 
Learning better than 

Houses and Lands. 
Maud's First Visit to her 

Aunt. 

Easy Poems. Plain edges. 
The Boy Captive. By 
Peier Parley. 

Stories of ChUd Life. 
The Dairyman's Daughter 
Arthur's Tales for the 

Young. 
Hawthorne's Gentle Boy. 
Pleasant and Profitable. 
Parley's Poetry and Prose. 
Book about Boys. [Boys. 
Arthur's Stories for Little 



Egerton Roscoe. 
Flora Mortimer. 
Charles Hamilton. 
Story of a Drop of Water. 
The raise Key. 
The Bracelets. 
Waste Not, Want Not 
Tarlton ; or, Forgive and 

Forget 
The Young Cottager. 
Parley's Thomas Titmouse. 
Arthur's Christmas Story. 
The Lost Lamb. 
Arthur's Organ Boy. 
Margaret Jones. 
The Two School Girls. 
Widow and her Daughter. 
The Rose in the Desert. 
The Little Black Hen. 
Martha and RacheL 
The Carpenter's Daughter. 
The Prince in Disguise. 
Gertrude and her Bible. 
The Contrast. By Miss 

Edgtworth, 
The Grateful N^ro. By 

Miss Edgewortk, 
Jane Hudson. 
Lina and her Cousins. 
Bright-Eyed Bessie. 
The Last Penny. 
A Kiss for a Blow. 
The Gates Ajar. Plain edges 
Sunday School Reader. 
Robert Dawson. 
Hearty Staves. [Wealth. 
Contentment better Aan 
Robinson Crusoe. 
Patient Working no Loss. 
No such Word as Fail. 
Edward Howard. [Girls. 
Arthur's Stories for Little 



ROUTLEDGE'S THREEPENNY JUVENILES. 



Fcap. 8vo, with Coloured 

Swfet Violets. 

White Daisy. 

Only a Primrose. 

Forget Me Not. 

The School Friends. 

The Brothers. 

Alone on an Island. 

The Ivory Traders. 

Columbine. 

Old Speedwell. 

The Deadly Nightshade. 

The Iris. 

May. 

Ragged Robin. 

Jessie and Hessie. 

An Artist's Holiday. 

Treasure Trove. 

Poor PearL 

Nelly. 

Naomi. 

The White Rosebud. 

Turn of the Tide. 

Jolly Miller. 



Plates, 3d.; or bound in doth, 6d. 

Ra3niham's Curse. 
Bye and Bye. 
Thorns and Roses. 
Wild Rose and Poppies. 
Tulip and Holly. 
Orange Blossoms and 

Eghmtine. 
Heart'sease and Lily of 

the Valley. 

Snowdrop, and other 

Tales. 
Broom, and other Tales. 

Blue Bell, and other 

Tales. 
Traveller's Joy, 

other Tales. 
Sunday Evenings 

Home, xst Evening. 
' 2nd Evening. 

3rd Evening. 

— — 4th Evening. 
' 5th Evening. 

■ ■ . 6th Evening. 

7th Evening. 

8th Evening. 

■■ ■ " ■ 9th Evening. 
-■ loth Evening. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S FOURPENNY JUVENILES. 

For List, see Sixpenny Juveniles, on page 26. 



LiniE LADDERS TO LEAflNlNG. 

Each Illustrated with 125 Woodcuts by John Gilbert, Harrison 
Wbir, and others. Crown 8vo, sewed, in fancy covers, 6d, each. 



Things In-doors.. 
What we Eat and Drink. 
Animals and theii Uses. 
Birds and Birds Nests. 

Fishes, Butterflies, and 

Frogs. 
Trees, Shrubs, and 

Flowers. 



City Scenes. 
Rural Scenes. 
Country Employments. 
How Things are made. 
Soldiers and Sailors. 
Science and Art. 
Geography and Costume. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S PENNY TOY BOOKS. 

Each with Eight Coloured Plates by Kronhkim, in PsiclccU only, 
containing the zs sorts, zs. 



X. d. 

I o A, Apple Pie. 

The Three Bears. 

Nursery Songs. 

My Mother. 

This Little Pig. I Nursery Rhymes. 

Farmyard ABC. ' Robin Redbreast 

Red Riding Hood. 



Tack the Giant Killer. 
The Cats* Tea Party. 
The Dogs* Dinner 

Party. 



Tkefollcwing vols, are fomud from the ahov* ;— 

X o A, Apple Pie, and other Nursery Tales. With 48 

Pictures, boards. 

I 6 Clothe 

I o The Robin Redbreast Picture Book. Boards. s 

1 6 Cloth. 

2 o Jack the Giant Killer Picture Book. With 96 Pic- 

tures, boardr. 

2 6 Cloth. 



TWOPENNY TOY BOOKS. 

With Coloured Pictures by Leighton Brothers, in covers, perdoz. 28. 



2 My Mother. 

Nursery Rhymes. 

Our Pets. 

Baby. 

Mother Hubbard. 

AlsOf in One Vcl. 

1 6 The Punch and Judy Picture Book. With 36 

Coloured Plates, cloth boards, ax. 



Tack the Giant Killer. 
Railway ABC. 
Punch and Judy. 
Red Riding Hood. 




JUVENILE BOOKS. 
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ROUTLEDGE'S THREEPENNY TOY-BOOKS. 

In fancy covers, with Pictures printed in Colours ; 
or printed on Linen, 6d. 



Cinderella. 
My First Alphabet 
Old Mother Goose. 
Babes in the Wood. 
This Little Pig went to 
Market. 

The Old Woman who 

Lived in a Shoe. 
Little Bo-peep. 
Nursery Rhymes. 
Farm)rard Alphabet. 
Jack and the Beanstalk. 
John Gilpin. 
Old Mother Hubbard. 
Three Bears. 
The House that Jack Built. 



s. d. 
The Dogs' Dinner Party, o 3 
My Mother. 
The CaU* Tea Party. 
More Nursery Rhymes. 
Robin Redbreast. 
A, Apple Pie. 
Railroad ABC. 
Nursery Songs. 
Nursery Ditties. 
Punch and Judy. 
Our Pets. 
Puss in Boots. 
Little Red Riding Hood. 
Wild Animals. 
Tame Animals. 
Birds. 



ROUTLEDGE'S SIXPENNY TOY-BOOKS. 

Beautifully printed in Colours by Messrs. Lbighton Brothers, 

Vincent Brooks, Dalzibl Brothers, and Edmund 

Evans. In super-royal 8vo, Fancy Wrappers. 



Bible Alphabet 

Nursery Alphabet. 

Little Totty. 

Puck and Pea-Blossom. 

Old Woman and her Pig. 

A, Apple Pie. 

Tom Thumb's Alphabet. 

Picture Alphabet. 

Arthur's Alphabet. 

Railroad Alphabet. 

Alphabet for Good Boys 

and Girls. 
The Seaside Alphabet 



The Enraged Miller. 
The Hunchback. 
How Jessie was Lost. 
Grammar in Rhyme. 

* Baby's Birthday. 

* Pictures from the Streets. 

* Lost on the Sea- Shore. 

* Animals and Birds. 

A Child's Fancy Dress 

Ball. * 

A Child's Evening Party. 
Annie and Jack in London. 
One, Two, Buckle my Shoe. 
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Sixpenny Toy-Books — continued. 



s,d. 



* Greedy Jem and his Little 

Brotners. 

The Farm Yard Alpha- 
bet. 

Hop o* my Thumb. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

Mother Hubbard. • 

* Happy Days of Childhood. 
Little Dog Trusty. 

The Cats* Tea Party. 
Wild Animals. 
British Animals. 

* The Frog who would a- 

Wooing Go. 
♦The Faithless Parrot. 

* The Farm Yard. 
Horses. 

Old Dame Trot, 
Sing a Song of Sixpence. 
The Waddling Frog. 
The Old Courtier. 
Multiplication Table, 
Chattering Jack. 
King Cole. 
Prince Long Nose, 



* Mary's New Doll. 

* When the Cat's Away. 

* Naughty Puppy. 

* Children's Favourites. 
Little Minnie's Child Life. 
King Nutcracker. 

King Grisly Beard. 
Rumpelstiltskin. 
The Fairy Ship. 
Adventures of Puffy. 

This Little Pig went to 

Market 
King Luckieboy's Party. 
Aladdin. 

Noah's Ark Alphabet. 
Domestic Pets. 
Nursery Rhymes. 
My Mother. 
The Forty Thieves. 
The Three Bears. 
Cinderella. 
Valentine and Orson. 
Puss in Boots. 
Old Mother Hubbard. 
The Absurd ABC. 



All the above can be had Mounted on Linen, price is., except 
those marked *. 



ROUTLEDGE'S NEW SERIES OF SHILLING TOY-BOOKS. 

With large Original Illustrations by H. S. Marks, J. D. Watson, 

Harrison Weir, and Kkvl, beautifully printed in Colours. 

Demy 4to, in stiff wrapper ; or Mounted on Linen, 2J. 



o Nursery Rhymes. 
Alphabet of Trades. 
* Cinderella. 

Old Testament Alphabet. 
The Three Little Kittens. 
The History of Five Little 

Pigs. 
Tom Thumb's Alphabet, 
Nursery Songs. 



The Cats* Tea Party. 
Baby. 

Henny. Penny. 
Peacock at Home. 
Sleeping Beauty. 
The Toy Primer. 
The Pet Lamb. 

The Fair One with the 
Golden Lock&. 



JUVENILE BOOKS. 



Shilling Toy-Books— fiW//«««/. 



New Testament Alphabet. 
Our Farm Yard Alphabet. 
The History of Moses. 
The History of Joseph. 
The Alphabet of Flowers. 
The Life of Our Lord. 
The Three Bears. 
Little Red Riding Hood. 
* New Tale of a Tub. 
Nursery Tales. 
Old Mother Hubbard. 
Pictures from English His- 
tory, ist Period. 

Ditto. 2nd Period. 

Ditto. 3rd Period. 

Ditto. 4th Period. 
Puss in Boots. 
Tom Thumb. 
Babes in the Wood. 
Jack and the Beanstalk. 
The Laughable ABC. 
My Mother. 

The Dogs* Dinner Party. 
Little Dog Trusty. 
The White Cat. 
Dash and the Ducklings. 
Re)niard the Fox. 
Alphabet of Fairy Tales. 
Tittums and Fido. 
Anne and her Mamma. 



Jack the Giant Killer. 
Robinson Crusoe. 
Cock Sparrow. 
Queer Characters, 
-^sop's Fables. 

The Robin's Christmas 

Song. 
The Lion's Reception. 
The Frog Prince. 
Goody Two Shoes. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
The A B C of Old Friends. 
Ginger-bread. 
Old Nursery Rhymes with 

Tunes. 
The Yellow Dwarf. 
Aladdin. 

Wild Animals. 

*Lion, Elephant, Tiger. 

* Leopard, Bison, Wolf. 
•Bear, Hyaena, Zebra. 

* Hippopotamus, Rhino- 

ceros, Gira£fe. 

Tame Animals. 

* Horse, Cow, Sheep. 

* Donkey, Pet Dog, Goat. 

* Rabbit, Guinea Pig, 

Dog. 

* Pig, Pony, Cat. 



s. d. 
I o 



All the above can be had Mounted on Linen, 2X., except those marked*. 
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THE BEST HABAZINE FOR BOYS. 



EVERY BOY'S MAGAZINE. 

Edited by EDMUND ROUTLEDQE. 
MONTHLY, 6d.; POSTAGE, Id. 



The Parts contain 56 royal 8vo pages, from Eight to 
Twelve Illustrations, and either a Coloured Plate or a Full- 
page Illustration on plate paper. Each month several Prizes 
are offered for the Solution of Puzzles ; Ten Gtnnea and Ten 
Half-Guinea Prizes for Essays, Stories, Poems, Maps, 
Models, Paintings, &c. &c. All the Stories are Completed 
) in the Volume in which they commence. Articles on 
subjects interesting co Boys, written by the most popular 
living Authors, appear each month. 

The Annual Subscription is 7x. (P. 0.0. on Chief Office), 
on receipt of which sum the Parts for Twelve Months will be 
sent, post free, as they appear. 

Prospectuses will be sent post free ^ on application at the 
Publishing Office, Broadway , Ludgate Hill, E,C,, where also 
all Subscriptions must be sent. 



LITTLE \^\DE-k\NkKE 

Edited by Mrs. SALE BAHKEB. 

3d. Monthly; Postage, Id. 

An Illustrated Magazine for Little Children, 

Each Number consists of Thirty-two pages, printed in 
large clear type, and is Illustrated with about Thirty Pictures 
by the First Artists. 

The Annual Subscription is 4?. (P. 0.0. on Chief 
Office), on receipt of which sum the Parts for 12 Months 
will be sent, post free^ as they appear. 



London: GEOEGE EOUTLEDG>« SONS, Broadway, ludgate. _^, 

y , 

J. OGDBN ANJt> CO., PRINTERS, X72, ST. JOHN STREET, B.C i 
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